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	1. A Shadow for the Company

**Hello all,**

**First I own nothing of The Hobbit, it all belongs to the master of Fantasy JRR Tolkien. The only thing I own is the OC character for this story. Next I must state that this is a Rated T story, but it will become an M rating, so be warned. I of course will let you know when the rating will become an M for those that wish to avoid reading beyond the T rating.**

**Also at the end of each chapter is the 'Author's Notes, if I feel I need to explain why I wrote something, I will explain there. **

**That aside please read on..**

* * *

><p>On the North-south road by Dunland...<p>

The woods were ever so silent as the sun shown down through the trees, it was midday and as the wizard moved he groaned. He felt his age upon him but now was not the time to rest and relax as he considered giving up and heading straight for the Shire. He grumbled as he moved, the rumours had been wrong; it was the only explanation for lack of finding who he sought. He again considered what he had heard. _'They say a ranger took down the bandits that attacked a traveller on the road by Dunland.' 'I heard that rumour too, so quick and vicious was she that one moment the bandits stood and the next they were dead.'_

The rumours went on and on stating a ranger of the north worked alone rather than in a group in safe guarding the road. However the more he heard the more he recognised who she was, an old friend and a mystery wrapped in one. Long ago he first met her in Imladris and was introduced to her by Lord Elrond, even then he felt it a growing darkness. Even as he moved through the woods he sensed it, however evil was not in this ranger's heart.

_'Exactly why she must be helped before she can be used for darker purposes. Without aid she is too dangerous.' _Gandalf thought, knowing the enemy needed no more powerful weapons in their arsenal. As it stood Smaug was too great and terrible a weapon on his own. Pulled out of his own thoughts, Gandalf took in his surroundings carefully and realised he was being watched. He looked up and around to the trees spotting no one in particular. "I know you are there."

"Travelling alone is dangerous, sir. There are bandits in these woods who would take advantage." The soft silky voice came from the trees, but where? He could not pinpoint.

"And are you one of them?" He asked carefully.

"No I hunt them to keep the roads clear and traveller's safe from harm. Still it is dangerous nonetheless." The sweet voice said, and Gandalf breathed a sigh of relief, for all the frightening tales of his old friend it appeared evil was not yet one of her traits. Still the darkness there had grown in strength and he could feel it, but with his intervention perhaps that darkness would not consume her.

"Actually I came in search of an old friend, a ranger. She prefers her solitude. An Veirra Stormshadow?" Gandalf asked. There was a long pause that made him wonder if she had left.

"Perhaps I am." The voice replied amused.

"Then how would you like to share in an adventure?"

* * *

><p><strong>The edges of the Shire weeks later...<strong>

The trees were sparser here and so hard to hide and perch in, could this place not have more trees? Again Veirra sighed wondering how Gandalf talked her into this in the first place. At least she did not have to do much right then, Gandalf had gone and spoken to the hobbit earlier in the day and soon evening would come. Then he returned to tell her the meeting would take place at Bilbo Baggins' home. "You are welcome to join us." He offered.

"Nice of you to offer, but you agreed I would not have to join the company. I am to watch at distance and move on my own." Veirra replied calmly much to the wizard's annoyance. It had been the only way to get her to come along was if she remained 'independent' from the company and equally unknown. Still Gandalf grumbled about it. However on the other hand Thorin had only agreed to allow Gandalf to choose the fourteenth member of the company not a fifteenth member. Perhaps for now it was for the best that she keep her distance. "I am going to look for those meeting at the house, keep watch."

Nodding Veirra kept her eyes on Hobbiton as the wizard moved off. The Hobbits moved about their daily lives with no care in the world, it looked nice even peaceful. A spark of envy came to her as she had once considered a 'normal' life. Marriage, children, the whole thing; but really who would have her? No one, shaking her head the day quickly sped towards evening and many settled into their Hobbit Holes. Eventually she saw the first burly dwarf arrive and she shuddered at seeing him and could be glad that she was not attending the meeting. He was bald and had tattoos. Next a white haired dwarf arrived though judging by his demeanour as he passed by she guessed he was a nicer dwarf. One could often tell a personality by merely observing a person. For example the first dwarf had a more aggressive walk to him, which led Veirra to believe he was bossy, irritable, and prone to violence. While the second walked at a more calm and measured step, obviously knowledgeable and more level headed. A negotiator at heart, good hot headed dwarves were the worst.

Now things were vastly getting interesting as a pair of dwarves arrived both much younger, one a handsome blond, the other a handsome dark haired. As they moved they were apparently teasing one another as they playfully shoved each other off the dirt path. Obviously brothers by their actions, though the blond seemed more mature by the way he moved at times. The dark haired one was fun to watch as he playfully laughed with his brother, in a word 'reckless' came to mind as Veirra gauged him, and a 'charmer' again she was glad she was not going to this meeting. Soon followed Gandalf and a larger group of dwarves as they passed right by her tree not realising her even there save for Gandalf. The wizard stopped to look up at her offering one last time that she join them, but carefully Veirra shook her head and the wizard sighed at her refusal. _'How many?' _He mouthed the words up to her and she answered by holding up four fingers. The grey wizard nodded, then looked down.

"Oi! Gandalf you coming?" A dwarf with a funny hat asked.

"Of course master dwarf just stopped a moment to catch my breathe." Gandalf answered then promptly followed the remaining dwarves to the Hobbit hole. They were one short! Veirra counted twelve dwarves not thirteen.

Half an hour later was when Veirra took out an apple to eat on when she spotted him, the regal and powerful way he moved made her shudder as she counted her blessings that she would not be at this meeting. This one intimidated her more then the first, but soon that uncertainty was replaced by amusement. First the dwarf lord headed in the wrong direction on entering Hobbiton, then came back to the forest edge and consulted his map, then headed off to the left some, then back. It was laughable watching a powerful dwarf lord lost and only a stones throw away from his intended destination. If this kept up she doubted the company would make it past Bree! Finally the dwarf got his bearings and almost walked right past the door of Bilbo's home, it was by chance he saw the mark on the door and realised he was there.

"I have never seen a directionally challenged dwarf lord." Veirra chuckled as she took a bite of her apple and the dwarf knocked and was let in. Now all were accounted for and Veirra decided to eavesdrop on the meeting. She ate half her apple before stretching then she dropped down from her tree branch to land on her feet. Giving a soft whistle to call her horse Violet over she gave the remainder of her apple up. "There is your half, now go back to your hiding spot." Violet gently took the apple into her mouth then disappeared back into the shadows. Cautiously Veirra moved from the tree line and moved down hill towards Hobbiton and Bilbo Baggins home. Peeking into the window Veirra watched careful not to be seen or heard as they spoke. "Fine give him the contract."

One of the dwarves handed the Hobbit a contract and she faintly heard him mumbling as he read it over. "Incineration?"

"Oh Aye he will melt the flesh off your bones in the blink of an eye." The dwarf with the funny hat said, causing the hobbit to go pale.

"You alright laddie?" The old white haired dwarf asked.

"Yeah, I feel a bit faint." Bilbo breathed trying to calm down. Now the weird hatted one started in.

"Think furnace with wings."

"I...need air..." Bilbo said trying to calm down with one dwarf pointing out the greatest danger of this quest. "Flash of light searing pain then puff your nothing more then a pile of ash."

Bibo seemed to straighten for a moment and for a second Veirra thought he was okay. "Nope" Bilbo said then fainted there and then. Gandalf groaned as he eyed the weird hatted dwarf. Veirra clapped a hand over her mouth to keep from giggling. _'That is how you scare someone off from your quest.' _She thought shaking her head amused. They eventually got Bilbo into a chair with some relaxing tea and Gandalf lectured him about sitting idle for too long. Unfortunately it seemed the Hobbit was not going to go with them on this quest. Not surprising for Veirra as she listened in as she heard the apparent leader talking to the white haired dwarf. "It appears we have lost our burglar. Probably for the best the odds were always staked against us. After all what are we? Merchants, miners, Tinkers, Toy makers. Hardly the stuff of legend."

The deep voice of the leader made Veirra shudder, but instead his voice was gentle. "There are a few warriors amongst us."

"Old Warriors." The white haired dwarf corrected.

"I would take each and every one of these dwarves over an army from the Iron Hills. For when I called upon them they answered. Loyalty, Honour, a willing heart. I can ask for no more." The words struck her, so the dwarves of the Iron Hills refused to aid their own. Veirra shook her head as her blood red hair brushed her cheek. They were kin and yet they refused aid. _'Should that surprise you? Every race has those that would sooner stab you in the back as to look at you! Every race holds traitors from the highest of elves to the lowest of Goblins, it should be no surprise.' _Veirra scolded herself as the pair continued talking. Still it must hurt the great dwarf lord to have his own kin refuse him, a sting of betrayal. She shivered as she was reminded how evil and cruel any and all races could be. As it stood Veirra had a very low view of the many races of Middle Earth. The Elves on one hand could be wise and immortal, but it also paved the way for them to be judgemental and act like they were infallible. The Dwarves on one hand could be the greatest warriors and craftsmen, but also greedy. This was not to say her people were much better, no her people could be kind and caring but also cruel and selfish. This was why she stayed away and travelled alone, she had seen the worst that each race had to offer and wanted nothing to do with them.

Shaking her head she came out of her thoughts or was more or less saved from them as the strong voice of the leader singing calmed her. It made her feel calm yet strong and she closed her eyes to hear the song and ignore all else around her. She recognised the song easily the dwarves of Erebor sung it to keep hope alive among their people. Being a ranger meant knowing the world and all people in it. Still his voice had shattered through her thoughts and brought her back, and never had she heard the song sung so beautifully. When the song reached its end, Veirra sorely wished they would sing it again. However they soon readied for bed and so Veirra decided to go find a safe place to sleep unnoticed. Returning to the tree line outside of Hobbiton where she had been before she scaled the tree and got as comfortable as she could. Her back pressed to the thick oak of the tree and soon she dosed off. Being a ranger she was a light sleeper, and knew better then to move in the night lest she fall from the tree. Luckily this tree had nice thick branches jutting out and so falling was a little harder to do.

When next she opened her eyes it was early morning and she heard someone approach. "You could have joined us you know."

Veirra opened one eye to look down to the grey wizard then stretched causing bones to pop. "You know me Gandalf I don't like crowds."

"I brought you breakfast." He called up, and she finally noticed the yellow bundle in his hand. Knowing he wanted her to come down she sighed before dropping down. Then he handed her the bundle.

"Thanks Gandalf." Sitting down on a nearby tree log she unwrapped the yellow cloth to reveal a sweet cake. Taking it up she ate while Gandalf sat nearby thinking. "I am surprised there is any food left after last night."

"I hid it before Fili and Kili could eat them all." Gandalf replied.

"Are they up and ready to go?"

"Yes they have just gotten up and are preparing to leave." Gandalf replied.

"And the Hobbit? From what I overheard it sounds like he is not coming." Veirra replied receiving a surprised look from Gandalf.

"No he thus far has refused, but he will come. He just needs more time." The wise wizard replied as he looked on at Hobbiton. "Most the dwarves are betting that he stays home."

"And you are betting he will come?" Receiving a nod, Veirra smirked, "Count me in then, double your bet. This will be a good means for the dwarves to learn a cardinal rule."

"Cardinal rule?" Gandalf asked confused as she handed him a pouch of coins.

"Yes, never bet against a wizard, never deny a hobbit elevenses, never challenge a dwarf to a drinking contest, never enter an archery contest with an elf, and never let a man cook." Veirra stated getting Gandalf laughing.

"Oh very well my dear. I can not argue with those rules." Gandalf replied. Gandalf continued to smoke on his pipe mumbling at times before he finally stood.

"Be ready to follow." He said before heading back to prepare his horse. Getting up she moved back further yet into the woods and found her own horse, Violet. The horse was grazing on the grass and reacted when Veirra drew near. Speaking softly in Sindarin the horse immediately calmed and so she prepared to ride.

Following and keeping out of sight, it turned out that the wizard had been right and had won a fair amount of coin for the bets place on whether or not the Hobbit would show up. Still it was amusing to watch when she had almost caught up to them. Discreetly Gandalf dropped her pouch of money with the extra she had won from the bet onto the ground knowing she would get it. Sure enough while the group moved on some ways ahead she collected the money she won. "Never bet against a wizard." She laughed as she stowed her pouch away.

Thus the journey began...

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note:<strong>

**There you go the first of many chapters. I hope thus far you like Veirra and the chapter.**

**Also I feel I must state this. In my previous story I wrote which was a How to train your dragon/Brave cross over, a rude reviewer only read 7 chapters when there was 14 and made assumptions about my story WITHOUT reading it fully. I have no problems with good or bad reviews, so feel free to review how you like. Be it per chapter or when I finish writing and complete this story. I like good and bad reviews especially if someone has ideas or suggestions.**

**However I draw the line at those that read only half the story and say that it is terrible and the characters are OOC, especially if they do not have the decency to read all of the story. If one can not stand to read the whole story they have no business writing a review and discouraging the writers. **

**That aside please feel free to review away.**


	2. Meeting the Company

**Hello all,**

**I am already posting chapter two because I know I didn't give you much in the first chapter. This one is much longer and hopefully just as entertaining. Of course this does not mean I will post two chapters a week every week. The next chapters will be spaced out more to give more time. Anyway enjoy.**

* * *

><p>They rode for most of the day and Veirra's horse, Violet seemed restless at the agonisingly slow pace of the ponies. It had been this way for the first three days now. Veirra looked on ahead, though she could not see the company at all she followed their trail and kept a good distance lest she be spotted. Still it was mind numbly boring and slow, and Veirra hated every minute of it. The day dragged on at a snails pace, and eventually the sun dipped down low which meant Veirra had to slow down even more knowing the company would stop soon enough. Stop they did, and on hearing the voices up ahead, Veirra sighed and tethered Violet to a tree before slipping from shadow to shadow towards the camp. Sure enough they sat around a built fire as one of the dwarves prepared a stew which smelt lovely. Still she ignored the smell and decided to get a better view by scaling a nearby tree. Once perched she watched the group curiously as Bilbo snuck over and fed his pony an apple. <em>'Such a sweet hearted hobbit.' <em>Veirra gave a tired smile, then in the distance they heard it a howl-like noise on the wind. She watched the hobbit's nervous movements wishing she could reassure him. "What was that?"

"Orcs." The blond young dwarf answered, immediately the Hobbit moved away from the ponies back towards the dwarves. The twins proceeded to frighten the poor guy by talking about what the Orcs did. _'Great just like Mr. Weird-hat they are trying to give the poor hobbit a heart attack.' _Veirra thought rolling her eyes as the pair laughed.

"Do you think that is a joke? Do you think a night raid by Orcs funny?!" The deep voice of Thorin made Veirra smirk as he scolded the two young dwarves. _'Good they need to be put in their place for frightening the poor hobbit.' _Veirra thought as Thorin said the pair knew nothing of the world and walked to the ledge. Now it was the old white haired dwarf that spoke telling the tale of Thorin and what had happened after Smaug took away their home. Veirra watched on in awe, however at the end of the tale when Bilbo asked about the pale orc and Thorin answered Veirra could not help but notice how Gandalf and the white haired dwarf shared a look. The pale orc was not dead.

It was then the howl got a little closer and Bilbo nearly jumped out of his skin at the sound. _'Time to get to work.' _Veirra sighed as she silently dropped to the ground and headed back the way she came then veered off course and towards the last howl. _'Quick, Quiet, Clean! The company of Thorin Oakenshield is not to know of my presence!' _Moving quickly she could heard the warg and it's orc rider lumbering closer like a bull in a glass cabinet. Rushing at a tree Veirra caught the low hanging branch and quickly scaled it, then waited. Yes the scouts were wanting to 'test the waters' as it were, attack the group then fall back. Or at times they were simply stupid and eager to prove that they were stronger then their foes. Either way she soon spotted a warg and orc rider drawing closer and moving right beneath her in passing.

_'Show time!' _Veirra thought as she flicked her wrist and out shot a dagger. It was attached to her wrist by a type of bracer and mechanism, so that no matter if she even let go of the dagger there simply was no losing it. The handle end of her daggers had a rounded end with a pin, that attached to a metal slide. The blades could be pivoted around to use at any angle without cutting herself. The sheath for the blades ran along her forearms so when not in use she was not cut up. It was an ingenious device and one she loved. Fortunately both wrists wore this device as she stood up on the branch and flicked her other wrist. Just as the warg and rider past underneath her she dropped down onto them. The warg gave a surprised howl at the added weight, but the orc had no time to scream. No sooner had she landed the blade went to the orc's throat and slashed. Once the orc fell the warg went berserk at the stranger on his back as it howled and thrashed about trying to dislodge her.

It was purely miss-timing on her part and so at one point it ran past a sharp brush that cut right through her tunic and shoulder. Grunting in pain Veirra held on and knew the company would hear the commotion. Taking both wrist daggers she plunged them into the back of the Warg's head and with a yelp it fell forward and slid to a halt. _'That was sloppy!' _She scolded herself as she wiped her daggers clean, turning the blade so that it pointed towards her forearm she slide each one into the sheathe with an audible click. She was just standing when she heard the lumbering noise of thirteen dwarves, a wizard, and a hobbit running to see what was going on. Quick as a flash she rushed the nearest tree and climbed up into it's bows just as Thorin and the balding tattooed dwarf burst into the area weapons drawn.

As the company took in the scene of the dead orc and warg, Veirra winced as she finally noticed her shoulder. "What in blazes happened here?!"

"Don't look at me! I have no idea, you got here first!" Another dwarf replied. Soon the dwarves were arguing while Gandalf looked up with a stern expression knowing full well who had done this, then quickly looked down and around.

"Silence!" Thorin's voice boomed, "Someone else killed this orc and warg! We are not alone in these woods! Now search I want this person found."

No sooner did they start searching the youngest dwarf she saw in the company called out. "Hey there's blood over here!"

Thorin and the old white haired dwarf rushed the spot, and Veirra shuddered as they examined the colour. "This is human blood Thorin."

"A human? What is a lone human doing in these woods?" He asked aloud to which Gandalf cleared his throat.

"Many humans wonder the roads Thorin, this one is probably a ranger of the North."

"Regardless this human is injured and may need help." The white bearded dwarf replied as she noted his concern and bit her bottom lip.

"This ranger probably moved on and is long gone by now. Besides searching the dark is dangerous and best left for the morning." Gandalf said trying to get the dwarves to give up their search. That was when Bilbo turned a scrutinizing gaze on the grey wizard.

"What is with you Gandalf? This doesn't sound like you, why would you want to leave someone out here possibly seriously injured?" The Hobbit's questions made the wizard cough as he took extra puffs from his pipe.

"Gandalf do you know who is out here?" The old white haired dwarf asked.

"Well... you see-I..." the wizard was trying to think up a convenient lie when the balding tattooed dwarf returned towing Veirra's horse Violet and making matters worse.

"We found this horse tethered to a tree." His gruff voice made her wince.

"Gandalf who took down this orc and warg?" Thorin asked as all eyes fell on the wizard who now sighed and looked back up into the trees. Though he could not see her, he knew she was there.

"Veirra my dear would you please come down?"

Now all eyes turned to the trees, and Veirra groaned. "You said I would be working independently."

The silky feminine voice made the dwarves gasp and looked around. Gandalf sighed. "I know my dear, but they know you are here now. You can not remain hidden."

Veirra grumbled annoyed as Gandalf continued. "Please come down, they will not hurt you. Besides you have been injured."

Admitting defeat, Veirra sighed dejectedly. "Tell the dwarf with the weird hat to move three paces to the left."

"Me?" Bofur asked as he pointed to himself and Gandalf gestured for him to move. Once the dwarf had moved out of the way Veirra grumbled then dropped down as nimble as a cat. Rising to her feet she turned to face the dwarves whom gave shocked looks.

"Thorin Oakenshield and company meet Veirra Stormshadow a ranger from the North and an old friend." Gandalf spoke up.

"Why have you kept this woman secret?!" Thorin asked clearly not liking her presence as he glared at her.

"Because I asked him to." Veirra answered calmly receiving more glares from Thorin as she folded her arms in front of her. Deciding to explain before Thorin's temper overflowed Veirra continued like nothing was wrong. "Gandalf asked me to join your company but I work better by myself, so the only way he could get me to agree was if I shadowed your company."

"This is no place for a girl, go home." Thorin almost growled.

"The wilds are my home dwarf!" Veirra replied coldly, "I belong in these lands more so than you. Thus far I have seen you get lost in the Shire of all places!" Her words caused Thorin's cheeks to colour slightly as he realised she had been watching them.

"How dare you speak to Thorin that way!" The bald dwarf glared.

"Dwalin! Calm yourself!" Gandalf barked, getting the company's attention, "Yes I asked Veirra to join us. Veirra is a skilled ranger, she speaks Sindarin, Khuzdul, and Rohirric. She is a skilled tracker, and as you have seen quick and lethal in a fight. Often she can go unseen, and more importantly she knows the lay of the lands. Skills that are vital in a mission such as this. Had that orc and warg not gotten so close you would have never known she was there."

The look from Thorin suggested that he did not believe a mere woman could possess such skills, besides her attitude agitated him. "Well now lass that is a mighty fine set of skills." The white bearded dwarf replied. "My name is Balin at your service. Though you probably already knew that."

"Actually no I didn't know any of your names at all well except for Thorin's, and Mr. Baggins." Veirra replied with a smile for the kind older dwarf.

"Ah well then lass, this brute over here is Dwalin my brother." Balin replied as he gestured to the bald tattooed dwarf who glared but gave a nod. Next the two younger dwarves stepped up and bowed together. "Fili." The blonde one said.

"And Kili." the dark haired one added, then both said simultaneously. "At your service." Immediately they both winked at her and she learned that both were charmers. But since they were so nice she offered up a smile to both of them. Next the one with the weird hat spoke up. "I'm Bofur. And that one is my brother Bombur and my cousin Bifur. Is my hat really that weird?"

Veirra was about to reply when one of the other dwarves called out. "Of course it is!" Causing a chorus of laughter, and Bofur to seek out the one that teased him. Next appeared a red haired dwarf. "Gloin, my brother Oin is there." Gloin pointed to another white haired dwarf at the back whom gave a wave. Next came the youngest member by far came forward shyly blushing. "Hello miss, my name is Ori, my brothers are Dori, and Nori." He pointed his siblings out. Dori had his white hair in more braids then Veirra could count, while Nori had his brown hair sticking up; both waved at her from where they stood.

Glad to finally have names with faces Veirra finally looked to Bilbo. "We have yet to be properly introduce." Bilbo replied holding out his hand, and Veirra hesitantly shook it. "Bilbo Baggins."

"Veirra Stormshadow." Veirra smiled before looking back at the rest of them, "A pleasure to meet you all."

"Are you hurt lass?" Balin asked concerned, reminding Veirra of her injury.

"Merely a scratch Master Balin, nothing serious." Veirra replied.

"Well it should be taken care of, you don't want infection to settle in." Bilbo replied. Veirra was unsure how to respond to their worries after all she knew how to take care of herself. It would be a simple matter to get the herbs grind them into a paste and clean the wound herself.

"Don't worry Master Baggins I practically live in the wilds. I will leave you gentlemen to rest up and seek out herbs for my shoulder. I will try to remain unseen and unnoticed from here on out." Being courteous she bowed before going over to Violet which now simply stood by the dwarves. With her back turned she did not see the look Gandalf gave Thorin, nor the worried looks the other dwarves gave him about a lone girl wondering the wilds injured no less. She was about to lead Violet back into the wilds and had almost disappeared when Thorin's rough voice called out. "Wait!"

"So close..." Veer mumbled before turning back to face the dwarf lord and his company.

"Now that we know of you there is no need to hide away in the forest. Come join us at camp." Thorin said though it sounded more like a command.

"That is a very kind offer Master Thorin, but I must graciously decline the offer tempting as it is." Veirra said pouring as much sincerity into her voice as possible. Bowing again respectfully she turned to leave once more.

"If you are going to follow our company the least you can do is join us for a meal." Thorin replied making her stop. _'Damn it he is insisting isn't he?' _Veirra thought and turned back, the last thing she wanted was to get on this company's bad side.

"Are you insisting I join you for dinner?" Veirra asked nervously hoping he would say no and let her leave.

"Yes I am insisting." Thorin allowed a smirk to form. Right then she looked a bit nervous, too nervous. As she tried to keep calm she nodded.

"Alright I first must see to this cut and will join you for dinner." Veirra replied, as the other dwarves released the breathes they had been holding. Giving a quick bow she turned and walked briskly away and into the darkness.

* * *

><p>Once the fiery red haired ranger was gone Thorin turned to Gandalf expecting answers from the grey wizard. All of a sudden he had yet another companion, but this one he had not known about. Now he found not just a woman but an injured one safe guarding his company from the shadows. Gandalf sighed as he spoke up. "She prefers solitude Thorin it is nothing personal."<p>

"Explain yourself Gandalf."Thorin replied.

"Veirra Stormshadow is not accustomed to being in groups not since her-" Gandalf stopped short, he knew more about Veirra's circumstances, but was unsure whether Veirra wanted her secrets known. He took in a breath to organise his thoughts. "She will be invaluable to us, Thorin so long as we do not push her too hard. She only agreed to dinner because she knows in Dwarven custom it is inexcusable to deny a request of someone who insists."

Thorin considered this carefully as he looked to the ground weighing the options. The argument was not in his favour, woman or no she took down a warg and orc in mere moments then still managed to hide. She had gone unnoticed for days, and was extremely talented. He had not liked Gandalf keeping secrets from him first the key to Erebor now this? Nodding Thorin looked up. "Very well Gandalf she is welcome to join us when and if she chooses."

* * *

><p>As said it was a simple matter for Veirra she found the most basic of root and herbs. She cleaned, skinned and ground it into a fine paste. Cleaning her wound with water from her water-skin she applied the paste and bandaged it before changing tunics. Later she could wash and mend her other one, but for now she stood and trudged to the dwarves camp. She led Violet to the edge then tethered her to a low hanging branch before coming to just beyond the edge of the camp. "How long before she comes? Her food will get cold." Bofur replied.<p>

"Relax master dwarf she will come." Gandalf replied.

"You mean she is here." Veirra spoke up making a couple of the dwarves jumped and reach for weapons then she stepped into the light.

"My dear I am afraid you will have to be a bit more noisy so to not scare anyone." Gandalf chuckled as Veirra took a seat beside him on a log.

"Are you sure you didn't mean to choose her as our burglar?" Thorin asked.

"I was not asked to be a burglar, merely your shadow." Veirra replied then thanked Bofur as he handed her a bowl of stew. She had just started to eat when Kili sat down next to her with a winning smile sure to charm any girl out there.

"Oh but I bet you would make a lovely burglar. I am even willing to bet you steal a lot and just don't know it." Kili grinned.

"Well how can it be considered stealing if I don't know I am doing it?" Veirra asked not quit sure what he was implying. Fili sat next to Kili and pulled his brother into a type of head lock.

"What my brother is trying to say is you steal hearts."

"Oh." Veirra replied not sounding happy where this was going, but decided to turn this around. "And um how many girls have you used that line on? Also could you tell me the number of how many daft girls actually fall for it?"

Gandalf was shaking with laughter to her left, but Veirra watched the two dwarves carefully as they fumbled for something to say. "Wow I think she caught us Fili."

"It certainly looks like it, she is just too smart." Fili replied.

"Beautiful."

"Cunning."

"Fiery."

"Loveable." The twins went back and forth making Veirra a little uneasy. Finally she had to stop them, and so she held up a hand.

"Okay you made your point, no need to embellish it." Focusing on her stew, she peeked up to lock eyes with Thorin who watched her intently with a slight smile to his lips at his nephews antics. His icy blue eyes did not blink as he stared into her silver ones. Both trying to read something off of the other, but neither revealing anything in that moment. Finally Gandalf purposely cleared his throat disrupting the staring contest. One thing was certain Thorin did not like her sudden appearance. Soon a conversation was struck up to kill the creeping silence while Veirra ate her stew along side the others. It was not until she had nearly finished that Nori spoke up. "I wonder why only one orc and warg were sent instead of a group."

Finally Veirra licked her lips and spoke up. "He was a part of a raiding party no doubt. Orc attacks are becoming more frequent these days. Often with Orcs they come in a scouting party to locate easy prey like travelling merchants. However if they feel that they are at a disadvantage they only send one to 'test the waters', this one will earn great 'respect' if he attacks first and spills first blood. Should he succeed the wargs pick up the scent and the rest attack believing their prey to be easy. However if that first orc falls the rest of the scouting party does not follow, they wait until their prey is vulnerable. Like a pack of wolves."

During the time she explained all this, Veirra had not noticed Bilbo go pale with each word until he fainted. All attention turned to the fainted hobbit including Veirra who cringed. "Opps."

"It's alright lass he did it when Bofur explained about the dragon." Balin replied. Soon the dwarves helped Bilbo to his bed roll. While Veirra finished off her stew and handed her bowl to Bofur. Finally many were heading to bed to rest, though Thorin decided to take first watch. Veirra had just wished Gandalf a good night and turned to leave when Thorin called her over to him. Coming to stand beside him she realised he only came up to the top of he shoulders.

"Yes Master Thorin what is it?" Veirra asked carefully.

"I have reached an agreement with Gandalf to invite you to join my company." Thorin's deep voice came as he looked at her. However his tone suggested he was not happy about it. In fact she felt as welcome as a hangover after getting drunk.

"You sound so pleased by the idea." Veirra replied sarcastically, causing the dwarf lord to glare at her.

"Let me make something clear, I do not need a woman in this company distracting everyone or getting under foot."

"Which getting 'under foot' would be surprisingly difficult since you are shorter than I." Veirra replied calmly. "Now then let me make something equally clear, I agreed to follow your company not join it. I shadow you and your companions. I also do not get lost in the Shire or be foolish enough to bet against a wizard, nor will I ever be under foot. The only way I am going to be able to distract your company is if you insist I eat with you. Do keep that in mind the next time you make assumptions of me."

The clear dislike was now apparent between the two of them, and Veirra decided it best to get back to 'shadowing' the company and avoid the dwarf lord. "Now that that is cleared up, good night master dwarf."

As she turned away he watched her walk just beyond the light of the camp's fire and disappear. He stared long after she had gone still annoyed by her presence and attitude.

* * *

><p>The next morning Veirra woke to the sounds of the dwarves getting up and preparing to go. Kili had a dreamy smile on his face as he told his brother what had caused him to have such a good mood. "I had the most lovely dream about a beautiful red haired maiden who watched over us, a lovely warrior maiden."<p>

Veirra rolled her eyes knowing he was saying all this loud enough knowing she would overhear. As he continued Veirra found an acorn and grinned as she plucked it from the branch beside her. Throwing it with pinpoint accuracy it hit Kili in the back of the head. "Ouch! Hey who did that?"

"That master Kili would be the lovely warrior maiden's way of saying pipe down." Gandalf replied earning a few laughs from the other dwarves and causing Kili to blush. Thorin merely glared in the direction of the acorn.

"And if he doesn't pipe down I have plenty more acorns where that came from." Veirra spoke out earning more laughs. "So no upsetting the warrior maiden."

"You heard her lads, make her blush feel an acorn." Balin laughed as he packed up his bed roll causing more laughter, then he turned towards the trees. "Veirra lass are you going to travel with us this fine day?"

There was a pause from the tree followed by her voice. "Uhhh master Balin I do not think it wise that I travel with you, so I shall continue to keep trailing behind."

Balin looked to Gandalf and shook his head as if to tell the dwarves not to push her. "Very well lass. Do be careful and if you need help don't hesitate to ask. Also tonight when we stop feel free to join us for a meal."

"Oh alright..." Veirra replied softly. Soon the dwarves had packed up their belongings while Veirra watched on. She had little to pack up and there was little fear of losing them since she could easily track them. Soon the group mounted up and continued on, and Veirra waited a few minutes before leaving her tree and mounting Violet to follow.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Okay just wanted to point out a potential plot hole here and make it clearer. The Orc and Warg attack, because it is only one orc and warg and as Veirra said 'Orc attacks are becoming more common' no one suspects yet that these orcs are after Thorin or his company like in the movie. Yes it means they would naturally be more alert because of that single orc and warg; but it would not mean at this point that they would jump to the conclusion that they are being hunted.**

**Anyway I hope you liked this chapter and please review away.**


	3. Never Bet against a Wizard

**Hello all,**

**It was great to hear from you all, and I am glad you all like/love the OC Veirra. I hope the character continues to impress and surprise you all.**

**Anyway here is chapter 3.**

* * *

><p>The day started out fine which was how things were meant to be. Veirra was meant to follow at a distance, but soon dark rain clouds loomed and a once pleasant sunny day turned dark. The air smelt crisp with the coming rain, and Veirra hoped it would not come down hard. She was soon disappointed as the rain came down hard and fast. Tracking was often very easy so long as no heavy rain or snow interfered. It meant that she would have to ride a lot closer to keep track of the company, so she sped Violet up to catch up to them. Soon she found herself behind the last in Thorin's company. Bofur had heard someone behind him and was surprised to see the hooded figure of Veirra, so he grinned and called ahead. "Hey look who decided to join us!"<p>

It got the others attention as they looked back. "It is very hard to track you when the rain is this heavy." Veirra replied to answer the question of all the dwarves. Soon the company continued as the dwarf Dori complained and asked Gandalf to do something about this rain. Regardless the rain did not stop until well after midday, when it did stop Thorin called for a break to try to dry some. Dori and Nori were pulling off their boots which had filled with water. Some of the dwarves wrung out there hair and clothes. Veirra walked amongst them still though being in the company of any type of man did make her nervous.

A few of the dwarves noticed she had not tried to wring out her own clothes. It was Fili who tried to get her attention when he reached up and touched her shoulder. "Hey how come you are not soaked?"

"Hmm? Oh that is because I am wearing an elven cloak, master Fili." Veirra replied, "It is a weather-worn cloak."

The mere mention of elves perked up Thorin's attention as he glared at the thought of them. "Elves?!"

"Yes it is an elven cloak, a gift." Veirra replied, not realising Thorin's aggression to Elves.

"Thorin the rangers of the North often have dealings with the Elves. Some go to even train with them to hone their skills. Many a ranger even speak Elvish like a second language." Gandalf explained. Thorin merely glared and mumbled a curse for the elves in his dwarven tongue.

"No not all elves are like that. Also do you kiss your mother with that mouth?" Veirra replied in common making Thorin glare at her more.

"That does it." He answered coldly, "Let's see if you are as sharp in battle as your witty tongue."

"Awe you enjoy my witty tongue?" Veirra teased, as she followed Thorin to a clearing to spar. The dwarf lord pulled his sword, while Veirra flicked her wrists bringing out her wrist daggers.

"What are those another Elven item?!" Thorin asked disgusted.

"No, they were made by a blacksmith in Gondor, very creative and talented." Veirra replied, then added, "But if it helps, my bow and throwing knives are Elvish."

Again her teasing caused Thorin to glare at her, or perhaps it was just easy to get under his skin. Either way Gandalf watched amused by this while the others started placing bets on who would best the other. "Hey Gandalf who are you betting for?" Fili asked.

"Hmmm neither, I have a feeling that they will be evenly matched." Gandalf replied as he pulled out his pipe.

"Well I am betting that Thorin makes short work of her." Dwalin replied

"I am betting on the lovely lady." Kili replied, then looked around at the looks he got, "What someone has to bet on her."

"Hey Bilbo who are you going to bet on?" Dori asked looking to the Hobbit.

"Me? Ummm I don't really gamble." Bilbo replied.

"Oh c'mon now live a little." Gloin spoke up.

"Umm okay most of you are betting on Thorin, so I will bet on Veirra." Bilbo answered, as the dwarf lord and woman prepared to spar. Soon the sparing bout started as Thorin rushed the young woman intent on proving that she lacked the skill in battle. First thing Thorin learned was that she was almost as fast as an elf in combat, and sure footed too. Next she never used any type of heavy weapon, daggers or short swords seemed to be her desired weapons. Ambidextrous she could use either hand equally well and often used both. Lastly she never locked blades with her opponent she knew her strengths and her weaknesses and locking swords with someone stronger than she would be a weakness. Those observations made Thorin realise the way she moved and fought to be almost like a dance to her.

Veirra's observations were that this dwarf lord preferred swords and was quick with one, but also he delivered powerful strokes that could have knocked her off balance. It was for this reason that their weapons did connect with a clang, but never for much else. Slowly the sparing match grew longer and longer. What was suppose to be a quick match, and Thorin making short work of Veirra turned out to be a long match with anyone's guess as to who the victor would be.

Eventually something had to give and as Veirra avoided a slash she accidentally stepped into him knocking both of them to the ground. Thorin rolled her over and came to be on top of her with his blade held to her throat. "Looks like I win this bout." Thorin replied catching his breathe.

"I would not say that..." Veirra replied with a smirk, and Thorin felt the press of her dagger against his side, while the other one tapped his inner thigh suggesting that she could castrate him if she so desired.

"Alright lads Thorin won pay up." Balin replied thinking the match over.

"Not quite," Veirra called out.

"What do mean lass? He has a blade pointed at your throat."

"Well yes he does, but tell me will your king want heirs later on?"

"Of course lass he is our king." Balin replied.

"Then I would say this match is a draw." Veirra smiled up at the dwarves from where she lay. The group was stunned as they looked between the two, then Thorin removed his sword from her throat and leaned back sure enough she did have one of her daggers angled, but removed it when he leaned back.

"A draw then, we will have a re-match later." Thorin replied before getting up, then helping her to her feet.

"I did say it would be a draw." Gandalf replied with a smile. Getting to their feet and sheathing their weapons Veirra and Thorin dusted themselves off.

"Time to move out." Thorin called and so with mumbles the company rose and remounted their ponies. As usual Veirra kept to the back, but the idea of keeping her distance seemed pointless today especially if it rained heavy again.

Eventually it came time to stop for the night, and so they made camp in an abandoned house. Veirra had scoped a lovely tree that overlooked the camp to rest in and was about to make herself comfy in it when she heard Thorin and Gandalf arguing. "Everything alright? Gandalf where are you going?" Bilbo asked.

"To seek the company of the only one around here that has any sense." Gandalf replied sharply.

"And who is that?" Bilbo asked confused.

"Myself Mr. Baggins!" Gandalf snapped, "Veirra! Watch them for me! I have had enough of Dwarves for one day!" With Gandalf storming off Veirra sighed and looked at the tree wishfully, Looks like she would be a lot closer to camp tonight. Grumbling to herself she went to Violet and tethered her nearby the ponies before finding a quiet corner of the camp to drop her saddle bags.

As the sky grew dark, Bilbo became more worried for Gandalf. "He's been gone too long."

"He's a wizard, and wizards do as they like. Here take these to the lads." Bofur replied handing Bilbo two bowls to take to Fili and Kili. Sending Bilbo off with a task was a good way to distract the worried hobbit. A few minutes later Bofur handed her a bowl with a smile. "Here you go Veirra eat up."

"Thank you Bofur." Veirra took the bowl and the group were just settling down to eat. They had not eaten much when Fili and Kili rushed back into the camp.

"You two are suppose to be watching the ponies!" Thorin replied setting down his bowl.

"We know but there are trolls." Fili started.

"They took the ponies." Kili finished, then they both simultaneously replied. "and Bilbo went to get them back."

Wordlessly the company rose and grabbed their weapons, with Kili rushing ahead to go rescue Bilbo. They moved quickly past the area where the ponies had been kept and to Veirra's horror Violet was missing as well. By the time they arrived at the Troll's camp they saw a troll held poor Bilbo upside down. "Are there any more little fellows hiding where they shouldn't?" One troll asked.

"No." Bilbo replied rather calmly.

"He's lying," Another troll replied.

"No I'm not." Bilbo lied, such an admirable hobbit.

"Hold his toes over the fire. Make him squeal." The troll grinned, but before anything could be done Kili rushed in slashing at the trolls and demanding they drop Bilbo. In response the Troll threw Bilbo at Kili who caught him. Having been told to watch the company, Veirra rushed in with the dwarves drawing her wrist daggers. Quick on her feet she would slash and move to avoid the trolls, but if any of the dwarves were picked up, another or herself would get their attention by injuring the troll until their comrade was dropped. It was during the mists of the battle, that Thorin was slashing at one troll while another had been struck by Dwalin and was stumbling backwards towards their leader. Dashing forward she ran into Thorin with all the strength she could muster, the pair landed in a heap out of the way as the troll stepped where Thorin had been standing mere moments before.

Veirra gasped softly as their faces were mere inches apart and their eyes locked. It felt like an age went by as they were shocked by how intimately close they were. Veirra felt frozen by the piercing blue eyes that held her in place. For Thorin's part he knew she had saved his life in that moment, but right then all he could think was her eyes were the colour of Mithril. However no sooner had this happened the sounds of battle brought them back to the present and Veirra got to her feet. Offering her hand to the dwarf lord, Thorin took hold as she helped pull Thorin to his feet. Just then Ori rolled to their feet after being knocked to the ground, and they looked back to face the trolls. "Bilbo!" Kili cried as he moved to rescue the hobbit and had to be held back by Thorin and herself.

"Lay down your arms, or we'll rip his off!" The troll replied as two of the troll's each held a limb. Looking up into the scared Hobbit's eyes, Veirra swallowed hard as she noticed Thorin stick his sword in the ground. Following suit Veirra undid the straps that held the wrist daggers on and let them drop to the ground, alongside the others in their group. "Tom stick them in the bags."

"With pleasure!" Tom grinned, while the other two still held Bilbo. Veirra looked to Bilbo trying to tell him it would be alright with her eyes as the third troll made sure they had no hidden tricks and stuffed them into sacks. Soon Veirra lay against Thorin, while some of their companions were tied to a large roasting spit. This was new being against the dwarf lord, she wanted to move away and distance herself but as stuck. The longer her head rested on Thorin's chest the redder her cheeks got. Despite the situation both avoided eye contact. All the while the trolls considered how best to cook them for eating, like many she squirmed in her sack. "...I don't fancy being turned to stone."

Veirra looked back at the troll, this was when Bilbo spoke up. "Wait! You are making a terrible mistake."

"You can not reason with them they are halfwits!" One of the dwarves called out. While Bilbo got to his feet and jumped forward in his sack. "I mean about the seasoning."

"What would you know about cooking dwarves." One of the trolls replied.

"Quiet let the furburburglar hobbit talk." Another was intrigued by what the hobbit had to say.

"Well the secret to cooking dwarf is umm..." Bilbo was drawing it out trying to think of a means to keep them talking.

"Yes? Come on..." the troll encouraged.

"Is ummm..."

"Tell us the secret."

"Yes I am telling you the secret..." Bilbo replied trying to think of a means to keep them talking. "Is... to skin them first."

"Tom get me my filleting knife." The troll replied, with a chorus of dwarves out crying Bilbo's suggestion.

"What a load of rubbish, I bet their better with their skins on." the troll turning the spit replied.

"He's right!" The third one chimed in moving around towards the many on the ground. "Nothing wrong with a bit of raw dwarf." At that he lifted Bombur up and dangled him over his mouth.

"No! Not that one he's infected!" Bilbo replied which stopped the troll from trying to eat Bombur, "He's got worms in his-tubes. In fact they all have. They're infested with parasites, it's a nasty business. I wouldn't risk it."

Bombur was soon dropped back down with the rest of his companions. Again the dwarves protested Bilbo's claims. "I don't have parasites! You have parasites."

At this point Veirra glared up at Thorin and gestured to the rest of them. Realising what was going on he gave a kick getting the other's attention who looked at him then changed their comments. "I have got parasites as big as my arm!"

"Mine are the biggest parasites! I have got huge parasites!" Kili added.

"Hey what about the pretty human she can't have parasites." The troll that had picked up Bombur now snatched her up, she gave a soft gasp at being held upside down. "I bet she tastes sweet!"

"No no you don't want her she is ummmm... uhhhh" Bilbo struggled to find a reason for her not to be eaten. Looking upside down she saw a number of the dwarves struggling to get loose, Thorin had been nothing but calm before but now he was struggling hard. She did not have time to consider why Thorin was reacting so as the troll lifted her above his mouth.

"I hope you choke!" Veirra cried struggling in her sack.

"The dawn will take you!" Veirra stopped struggling at the voice of Gandalf, as the three trolls turned to face the wizard. "Who is he?"

"No idea."

"Can we eat him too?" No sooner had the words left the troll, Gandalf brought up his staff and down hard on the large bolder where he stood, splitting it in two and allowing the sun to shine on the trolls who cried in pain. Immediately the one holding her upside down dropped her to try and shield himself from the sun. Unfortunately for Veirra she hit her head when dropped and looked around dazed as images blurred and her vision turned inky black.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

***Gives evil laugh* Cliff hanger!**

**Alright once again I am glad to hear from you all. As said before I am spacing the story out so it may be about a chapter every week or two to give those that wish to a chance to read and write a review. Also I do this because I do not want to get to the last Hobbit film then have to wait months to continue the story because the last film is not out in theatres. I want to see what Peter Jackson does and make the most of this story for the readers, so please bear with me and hopefully I won't disappoint you.**

**That said please feel free to leave a review.**


	4. Arriving in Imladris

**Hello all,**

**Thank you all for the lovely reviews from my previous chapters. I hope you continue to enjoy reading then next ones. Here is chapter four, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>When next Veirra woke she first felt the cool wet cloth being pressed to her temple, the throbbing ache of her head, and a large hand caressing her cheek. Groaning softly she heard Bilbo ask. "Is she alright?"<p>

"I think she is waking up." Oin spoke up to her right.

Her silver eyes fluttered open and again locked with Thorin's piercing blue ones, it took her a moment to realise that the company was standing around her concerned. It took even longer to realise how close Thorin was. The dwarf lord gently pressed the cool wet cloth to her temple while his other hand caressed her cheek. Blinking she quickly sat up and scooted away from the contact. "It is alright Veirra no harm was intended." Gandalf spoke up.

Veirra sighed as she rubbed her forehead and groaned. "What happened?"

"You were dropped on your head by that troll, lass. Unfortunately a rock was in the way." Balin replied.

"Luckily it is only a small cut." Thorin said as he reached up to brush her hair back to see the cut at the hairline better, but she flinched away. Instead Thorin knelt there frozen, his hand outstretched. Why was she so afraid to let him touch her? He couldn't understand she had allowed contact when they had sparred, but now she avoided contact. She was definitely a strange one.

"Thank you for your help, I will be fine." Veirra said and quickly got to her feet, a little too quickly as she swayed from her dizziness. Then shook it off quickly to refocus and take in the scene. The trolls were now little more then stone statues, and her companions had regathered their gear. Bofur came forward with her wrist daggers. "Here you go."

"Thanks, Bofur." Veirra replied and re-attached them to her wrists as Thorin stood and went to examine the trolls with Gandalf. The pair soon realised the troll's must have a cave nearby. The company followed into the cave to find a troll horde. Veirra spotted two elven short swords, obviously sibling blades since their sheaths were connected by a belt. Looking over the blades Veirra picked them up and began to dust them off. They were truly a lovely pair of blades and since no one else seemed interested in them she took them. Glancing over she saw Thorin and Gandalf take a couple of swords as well. Leaving the cave, Veirra was glad to be breathing fresh air it helped with the painful throbbing of her head. She took and sat nearby to recover from the pain and waited not far off. Next Thorin and his fellows emerged, then Gandalf came out and went straight to Bilbo with what Veirra believed to be a very short sword, but for a Hobbit it was the perfect size.

"Someone's coming." Dwalin called, and so Veirra pulled her new short swords, and took a moment to admire them as the blades held a purple tinge where the light struck them. Then moved forward to aid the dwarves. After their run-in with the trolls everyone was on edge, and worried for possible attacks, as someone burst from the brush. Veirra sighed as she recognised the crazy wizard known only as Radagast the Brown. Any well travelled Ranger had at least heard of him, she had met him. "Radagast." Gandalf sighed partially relieved partially annoyed. "Radagast the Brown. What are you doing here?"

"I came looking for you Gandalf..." Then the crazy eyed wizard caught sight of her. "Veirra! You are here too?! I am surprised to see you and in a group no less!"

"Yes surprising me too." Veirra smiled as she sheathed her swords, while the dwarves relaxed.

"I thought you wanted nothing more to do with well...anyone." Radagast replied.

"You can blame Gandalf." Veirra replied feeling a number of eyes watching her now. "Besides you wanted to speak to him."

"Oh! Right!" Radagast turned back to Gandalf to explain what was wrong.

"You know this...wizard?" Thorin's thick voice had Veirra glancing back.

"Yes most rangers have either run into him in the wilds or tell tales of him. He is not as crazy as many believe...just more..." She tried to find the words to explain. "...more connected to nature." Clearing her throat she turned to give the two wizards some privacy and avoid further questions the dwarves had. Sitting on a nearby bolder, Veirra watched the two wizards a ways off talking, whatever Radagast was saying disturbed Gandalf greatly, then he handed something to Gandalf. Amidst the fabric she could not tell what it was, but a shiver ran down her spine and she felt suddenly very cold. Vaguely she heard Thorin order Dori and Nori to locate the ponies and horses, but kept her gaze on the two wizards. Then Gandalf looked straight at her, and Radagast did the same. Breaking his gaze Gandalf re-wrapped whatever Radagast had given him and kept talking.

What snapped her out of her frozen stare was a howl that made her jump up and look around. "Was that a wolf? Are there wolves nearby?" Bilbo asked

"No that was no wolf." Bofur said clutching his dwarven axe to him. Veirra gripped her new short swords knowing that it was a warg. Sure enough a second later the warg came over the rocky ledge behind them to attack, it jumped at Nori, but luckily the dwarf moved as it landed where he had stood and was met by Thorin's new sword. A second rushed over the ridge at Thorin's exposed back, but tripped up when shot by Kili. Dwalin and Veirra suck their weapons into the warg before it could rise to it's feet. "Warg scouts! Which means a orc pack is not far behind."

"Who did you tell about your quest besides your kin?!" Gandalf demanded.

"No one." Thorin replied.

"Who did you tell?!"

"No one I swear! Thorin replied, "What in Durin's name is going on?"

"You are being hunted!" Gandalf replied then looked to Veirra as she cleaned off her blades and sheathed them.

"The one I killed before then must not have been a mere scout looking for easy prey, they were sent with a purpose!" Veirra replied. It had not occurred to any of them that the first orc and warg were there specifically for Thorin or his company. Orc attacks had grown frequent, and so it was first thought to be a random group trying to catch unwary travellers.

"Numbers?!" Gandalf demanded.

"No less than twenty, most likely." Veirra replied. As the next suggestion proved futile. The ponies and horses had bolted. "Violet..." Veirra groaned at the loss of her horse and close friend.

"I will draw them off." Radagast came forward.

"These are Gundabad wargs, they will outrun you!" Gandalf turned to Radagast.

"These are Rhosgobel Rabbits, I would like to see them try." Radagast replied, then rushed over to his rabbits and sled.

"Very well." Gandalf replied, then turned to the company, "Get ready to move." Radagast's sled pulled off into the woods, and soon many wargs howled in unison as soon as they spotted the wizard. The wargs certainly gave chase eager to catch the brown wizard, and as soon as they were drawn off the company moved together. Being human Veirra was lighter on her feet and naturally quicker too. They had not run far when Radagast raced passed the intended direction.

"The Orcs are trying to cut him off." Veirra breathed.

"Stay together." Gandalf replied as they changed course. Then it struck Veirra if the Orcs were hunting them, they would know their scents. As they ran the other way Veirra tried to catch up to Gandalf and warn him. They were just passing a rock formation when the Orcs rode past chasing Radagast, and Thorin had to grab Ori and pull him out of view. Once the Orcs passed by, Gandalf gestured. "Move quickly go!"

"Where are you leading us?" Thorin asked just as Veirra came up.

"Gandalf there is a-" Veirra started.

"Now is not the time Veirra! Move!" Gandalf interrupted as he ran forward and she cursed under her breathe. They ran until Radagast led the pack again across their intended path forcing the company to take cover by another rock formation. "Gandalf this is important!" Veirra whispered harshly.

"Oh confound it all Veirra! What is it?!" Gandalf asked.

"If the orcs hunt us, they know our scent! If we keep running into them one is bound to smell us and-" Veirra's angry whisper was cut off by a growl. Looking up a warg and rider were above on the rock formation. Veirra breathed a curse in elvish at being too late to warn them. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Thorin look to Kili who immediately pulled an arrow and notched it in his bow. Before anyone could react Kili stepped out, took aim, and let loose an arrow at the warg and rider. Unfortunately the first shot was not a fatal one, so a second shot was needed to cause the injured warg to roll off the rock formation where the dwarves dealt with both. Unfortunately a lot of noise was involved and judging by the howls they were no longer chasing Radagast.

"Move! Run!" Gandalf called out once the orc and warg were dealt with. Immediately the company took off running to get away from the wargs. Running fast and hard was never going to be enough where these wargs were concerned. Then the company stopped and Veirra looked up to find more wargs and Orcs on the opposite ridge.

"There they are." Gloin called.

"They are boxing us in." Veirra replied softly but only Bilbo seemed to notice.

"This way! Quickly!" Gandalf called leading them in another direction, it was only when they passed another rock formation that Veirra saw it. It bore elvish writing, now she realised where they were heading. _'Of course! Gandalf was not simply leading us at random.' _Veirra thought as she moved quickly with the others. They stopped in a clearing, and much to Veirra's worries she was unsure of exactly where the hidden path was.

"There is more coming!" Kili cried.

"Kili! Shoot them!" Thorin called out. Veirra sheathed her short swords and pulled her own bow. With luck Gandalf knew where the hidden pass was. She was busy taking aim and did not notice where the grey wizard went.

"We're surrounded!" Fili called. Immediately the two archers of the group began shooting the Orcs and wargs picking them off slowly, too slowly.

"Where is Gandalf?" One dwarf cried, getting Veirra's attention.

"He's abandoned us!" Dwalin cried. _'No he would never abandon us. Gandalf where are you?!' _Veirra thought as she turned back and shot another orc that got too close.

"Hold your ground!" Thorin yelled out, as Veirra notched yet another arrow.

"This way you fools!" Gandalf's voice almost made her miss her shot at another warg. Immediately Thorin yelled for them to move and follow, most rushed to where Gandalf had disappeared too. While Kili kept shooting, unwilling to leave the dwarven archer to face the wargs alone Veirra stood her ground shooting as well.

"Go Veirra!" Kili called over.

"I'm not leaving you to become warg meat!" Veirra replied shooting another orc.

"I'll be right behind you go! Now!" Kili yelled.

"You better be!" Veirra replied turning and running towards where the others had gone. Thorin just turned slashing out at a warg that had charged forward.

"Kili! Run!" Thorin called out. Rushing to the spot Veirra jumped over and slid down the slopping rock to the others, followed by Kili, then Thorin. Holding her bow at ready she watched for any others that dare try to follow them down. The wargs luckily would never fit through that gap, but soon to Veirra's relief she heard an elven horn and relaxed to its sound. Even as she heard the fighting she was already removing her notched arrow and placing it back in her quiver. The Orcs were as good as dead anyway. Thus Veirra barely reacted when a dead orc followed them down and lay dead at their feet. Thorin reached down pulling the arrow from the corpse.

"Elves!" He threw down the arrow as if it hurt to touch it, which reminded Veirra of his dislike for elves. _'Oh well he will really love where Gandalf led us then.' _Veirra thought sarcastically.

"I do not see where the path leads. Do you follow it or no?" Dwalin called from the other end of the thin path.

"Follow it of course!" Bofur answered, and soon they were all moving towards the uncertain path. Veirra took up the rear wanting to avoid an angry dwarf lord.

"I think that will be wise." Gandalf said and soon received a questioning look from Bilbo, and a look from her that all but said. _"Wise yes, but angering a dwarf very unwise."_ The grey wizard grinned and held his finger to his lips to show he did not want her to mention it. Shaking her head she moved forward. She just knew Thorin would not like this.

Moving the hidden path curved around until the elven city of Rivendell as beautiful as ever came into view. Taking a moment to rest, Veirra sat on a nearby bolder to take in the view and weather the argument soon to follow. Sure enough Thorin was quick to argue with Gandalf causing Veirra to roll her eyes. Veirra may have argued the point with Thorin alongside Gandalf but right then she was too tired and her head still throbbed from her earlier injury.

Eventually Gandalf won the argument and making himself quit clear that he would do the talking. Rising to her feet yet again, Veirra followed the company down the path to a bridge that led into Rivendell. Already she felt slightly better merely at the sight of this place. Seeing the awestruck look on Bilbo's face she smiled as they moved over the bridge. "It is beautiful Master Baggins. Is it not?"

"Oh of course." Bilbo replied then thought of a question, "You've been here before haven't you?"

"Yes many times, rangers often seek training beyond that of Gondor. Here skills can be honed from healing to archery. Lord Elrond ensures my kind are welcomed here. In fact this place had always felt to me more like home then any other." Veirra replied lazily, not caring that Thorin had looked back to glare at her words. Soon they came to stand on a circular ledge past the bridge, and one of the elves came to greet them. As Gandalf spoke to Lindir, they learned that lord Elrond was not home, and Veirra shook her head. _'No but I can guess where he is.' _Veirra smirked just before hearing the horn of the patrol returning home. _'Yes I was correct.'_

As usual with dwarves they formed a protective circle, one which Veirra was annoyed to be pulled into. She had not realised Thorin was so protective as he grabbed her wrist and pulled to stand by Bilbo. Soon the patrol surrounded them, and Veirra rolled her eyes at how the dwarves were overreacting. Soon she spotted Lord Elrond as he dismounted. He first noticed Gandalf and greeted him before they both started speaking elven.

"What is he saying lass?" Balin asked.

"Lord Elrond is explaining that he and his men are the ones that fought the Orcs." Veirra loosely translated. As they continued and soon they returned to speaking the common tongue. Next Elrond greeted Thorin, though the dwarf lord was rather rude and she so badly wanted to smack Thorin. Finally Elrond looked to the group and noticed her. He immediately fell back into speaking elvish, causing Veirra to smile.

"What did he just call her?!" Gloin demanded, causing Veirra to roll her eyes.

"He called me Gildin it is a name the elves bestowed me with, Master Gloin. We are old friends." Veirra replied sharply, then looked back to Lord Elrond apologetically for how her companions were acting.

"I am surprised to see you travelling in a group of any kind and with dwarves no less, Gildin. Nevertheless you have been missed for a long time. Atrice will be glad to see you?" Lord Elrond replied.

"Atrice. Has she-" Veirra glanced around not wanting to talk about this in front of others, "Has she 'recovered' fully?" Lord Elrond's expression saddened, which meant no. "Then how do you know she will want to see me?"

"You are her friend." Elrond replied, then he turned to the others again speaking in Elven for which Gloin thought it was another insult. Unable to take it, Veirra smacked Gloin upside the head and received a glare as she glared back.

"No master Gloin he is offering you food." Gandalf replied annoyed. Soon the dwarfs agreed and Lord Elrond led them inside.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Just to point out I am horrible at writing the elven languages. However the name _Gildin_ means 'silver spark' in Sindarin. I looked over the elvish dictionary and found it. The elves named her that in respect to her silver coloured eyes. When I will use the Elves language or the Dwarves language, be assured I have looked up those words to hopefully avoid butchering the language. Aside from that anything said in another language will be written in italic, and it will be specified which language is being spoken. **

**That aside I hope you enjoyed this chapter and look forward to hearing from you.**


	5. Speaking Elvish has never been so funny

**Hello all,**

**Thank you all for the lovely reviews and I hope to hear from you all again. Here is the next chapter.**

* * *

><p>If Veirra thought to find calm in Rivendell with thirteen dwarves she was about to be severely disappointed. After her injury was seen to by one of the elven healers, Veirra was invited to dinner and sat with Lord Elrond, Gandalf, and Thorin. She mostly let Gandalf do the talking as she focused on the harp playing out a soft tune meant to calm a person. However the more the wizard and elf lord spoke, the darker and more ominous the glare Thorin gave. Soon Lord Elrond examined the two blades that Thorin and Gandalf carried, it was not till Gandalf tapped her shoulder that she was brought back to the conversation. "My dear you picked up a pair of blades that Lord Elrond wishes to see."<p>

"What- oh of course." Taking up the sheathed blades she passed them to Gandalf who passed them to Lord Elrond.

"Strange blades. I do not recognize them, but they were made by the high elves of old." Lord Elrond replied examining the hilts.

"I believe that the names are embedded in elven upon the blades, lord Elrond. Lum-tirith." Veirra replied and so Elrond unsheathed the blade half way to see the engravings.

"Ah yes, you are correct my dear." Elrond replied as he looked them over carefully.

"And what does Lum-Tirith mean?" Thorin asked.

"The word Lum means shadow and Tirith means guard, a fitting pair of blades." Elrond smiled at Veirra before handing the blades off to give it back. Admiring her new short swords, Elrond asked where the swords were found. Right about then Thorin had enough and excused himself, and Elven prejudice that the dwarves showed was really trying her patience. All of it was made worse by Bofur getting up on the table and singing while others threw around food.

"Gandalf?" Veirra pleaded hoping the wizard would do something, but he merely groaned as they continued. Thoroughly embarrassed Veirra leaned forward on the table and groaned as her cheeks turned a lovely shade of red and she hid away in her hair. _"I am so sorry lord Elrond."_

"_It is alright. You can not control your companions."_ Elrond responded in elvish then leaned back to avoid some food that flew his way. The dwarves became more boisterous with Thorin in the opposite corner smirking at their antics, then towards the end of Bofur's song a lovely elf maiden walked in with her dark hair pinned up. She sighed taking in the surroundings then her eyes came to rest on who she sought and laughed at the embarrassed ranger. _"Gildin I never thought to see you so red and hiding away."_

The soft elf maiden's laugh and her words caught the dwarves attention and Bofur hopped off the table. While Veirra sat up and looked back at the elf. _"I am only embarrassed by my companions and their poor table manners, Mythrian."_

Another soft bell like laugh came from the elf maid. _"Such a disgrace making their ranger blush. How will we punish them?"_

An evil thought sparked as she noticed the dark glare Thorin gave. _"Keep speaking Sindarin and laughing. They have not a clue what we say, and if nothing else we can make it appear as though we laugh at them."_

Mythrian laughed more as she glanced around and noticed the blanks looks they gave. _"Mischievous as always, your plan is working perfectly. I feel the ominous glare of one behind me."_

Veirra purposely peeked over at Thorin and barely contained her laughter. _"Keep talking and that glare will become even more ominous like a black cloud promising a nasty storm."_

Meanwhile Lord Elrond hid his smile behind his goblet to act the gracious host and Gandalf tried to keep from chuckling. _"Will there be any actual rain though?"_

Again Veirra purposely peeked over at Thorin so that he would catch on that the pair talked about him, then looked back at Mythrian. "Nahh." She said shaking her head, and getting Mythrian to giggle. _"Shall we continue to tease them knowing that they know not what we say?" _Mythrian giggled. Veirra purposely looked at the dwarves at the table then at Thorin giggling at their blank expressions.

"_Well we can stop at any moment, but considering how they interrupted a lovely tune on the harp and threw food. I am thoroughly enjoying the lost expressions on their faces as they try to discern what we say." _Again ranger and elf maiden started giggling at their new found entertainment.

"Alright, I believe they have suffered enough for their crimes my dear." Gandalf chuckled.

"Oh very well Gandalf. We will behave, but only if you promise not to say what we said. After all it is too... what is the word I am looking for Mythrian? Embarrassing?" Veirra asked and noted how several dwarves turned red at the possibilities. Meanwhile Mythrain giggled but nodded.

"That word fits perfectly." She answered, and they took a moment to enjoy their teasing. Veirra peeked over at Thorin to notice his cheeks reddening and a glare directed at her. She took a sip of her drink and gave him a look as though to say: _'Yes we spoke of you, but I will never tell you what was said.'_ Then Mythrian cleared her throat and grew serious.

"All joking aside, Veirra." Mythrian said gaining Veirra's attention, "Atrice is in the healing gardens should you wish to see her."

"Of course, thank you Mythrian." Mythrian nodded as she waited to escort Veirra there and tried to ignore some of the dwarves that peeked over their shoulders at her. Veirra looked back to Lord Elrond as she rose from her seat. "Please excuse me Lord Elrond."

"Of course Veirra." Elrond replied as the pair left for the healing gardens. Once gone from the dining hall Veirra and Mthrian started giggling again. Still her cheeks flushed red out of embarrassment for the dwarves behaviour. Thus she did not notice the piercing blue eyes of Thorin as Mythrian led her down the beautiful halls. Nor did she know that he followed them, wary of such contact with these elves. None of their companions noticed as the group ducked their heads and asked each other what they thought the elf and Veirra had said. Lord Elrond returned to speaking to Gandalf, and so no one missed Thorin's absence.

Turning down another hall, that led to a winding staircase, the pair descended into a beautiful garden. To the right was a lovely pool and small waterfall. The cobblestone path led around and through the garden with various flowers that were always in bloom no matter the season. Towards the centre was a table and pair of chairs. In one chair sat a woman who looked older then Veirra, playing with her long blond hair in an elven dress. Thorin stopped at the top of the balcony by the stairs overlooking the gardens and watched as Mythrian stopped and gestured to Veirra.

He was unable to hear what went on as Veirra took a seat across from the women, but soon Mythrian left the pair alone and ascended the stairs. The elf was surprised to find the dwarf lord at the top, and before she could ask if he was lost Thorin spoke first. "Who is that woman with Veirra?"

"That is Atrice, Master Thorin. They are friends." Thorin looked on noting that this Atrice merely continued to stroke a lock of her hair, and did not react at all to what Veirra said or did. Mythrian continued, "It is unwise to disturb them, Atrice does not like strangers. She 'reacts' poorly with strangers."

Thorin looked at Mythrian surprised. "What is wrong with her?"

Mythrian looked down on the pair and touched the cool marble railing before speaking. "I am not one to ask on the matter, it is a private concern, but the one to ask would be Veirra herself. All I can say is Atrice is unwell and I seriously recommend that none of your companions nor you venture too close to her. Atrice does not like strangers too close."

"Why does your lord not simply heal her and be done with it?"

Mythrian sighed, the cold way in which Thorin asked was rude; but she would answer regardless. "Because some wounds take time and run too deep to simply be healed, Master Thorin."

Mythrian turned to leave believing the conversation done while Thorin watched on. Veirra continued to talk to Atrice but it was a one-sided conversation. As he watched her he noticed more then he had before about Veirra, her deep dark red hair reminded him of the hot coals of the forges in Erebor. Her silver eyes shined more radiantly then any mithril vein found in the mountains depths. How could he not have noticed this before? Wait he had noticed her eyes when she saved him from being crushed by the troll, but now getting those pair of eyes out of his mind proved impossible. Perhaps it was the magic of this place showing him what he had simply ignored. No the foul elven magic must be the cause of these thoughts, Thorin shook his head and left to leave them be. He quickly moved off to find his companions.

* * *

><p>It was the next day that Lindir came and informed Veirra that her horse Violet had found her way to Rivendell. Though it was kind of expected with a Rohirrim horse, Veirra had been worried that her horse would have come to harm. Naturally Veirra went to the stables to see to Violet and make sure her horse was fine. On entering the stables she found her horse being fed oats in the third stall down. "And where have you been?" She teased gaining the horse's attention for a moment then returning to eating.<p>

"Oh fine ignore me. Like it is my fault we got attacked by trolls." Veirra came up and ran her hands over Violet's coat, "And where are the other ponies and horse, hmm?"

Naturally the horse could not speak but made a snickering noise then continued eating. For a time she decided to take a brush over Violet as her horse got comfortable in Rivendell's stables. However the ranger knew that Violet would have to stay here, this journey posed too many dangers for horses. Of course she also knew Violet would not like her rider leaving without her. It was then that she contemplated this and had not heard or noticed another enter the stables._ "Lindir said you were here."_

Veirra turned back to the doorway where the light shown in obscuring Veirra's view of the new arrival, but the voice was distinctly familiar. Finally the visitor stepped out of the stable door's light coming closer. Much like Mythrian, the elf maiden had dark hair however this was not Mythrian. Recognising who it was Veirra smiled before responding. _"Forgive me I had been informed that you were in Lothlorien, Lady Arwen."_

"_I was but returned with my grandmother." _Arwen said as she came up to pat Violet.

"_The Lady Galadriel is here?" _Veirra replied surprised as a smile spread.

"_Yes she came, and rests from the journey. Not often does she leave the woods of Lothlorien." _Arwen said, then looked at Veirra and seemed to frown. _"It has been a long time since you visited, Gildin. We worried for you. Have you visited with Atrice?"_

"_I have, but she is always beyond my reach." _Veirra said as she looked down, _"I know I should not give up hope, but often it becomes harder to see her when she never sees me."_

Arwen merely nodded at this not able to think of anything to say to help on the matter, and for a few minutes silence reigned. _"Father says you arrived with Mithrandir, a hobbit, and a company of dwarves. Many question why you travel with such a group."_

"_I have been wondering that myself." _Veirra laughed, then grew serious, _"Gandalf asked for my aid, and I owed him."_

"_Is that the only reason?" _Arwen asked knowing her better then that.

"_Why do you ask such a question when you already know the answer?" _Veirra asked.

"_Because I seek confirmation of it, but you are correct. I already know the other reasons for aiding this group. However I doubt some will share my view. Father and I seem to disagree more and more on varying subjects and this would be one of them." _Arwen said, of course she already knew the company's purpose. Veirra could guess who told her of it, but did not openly speak of it. After all they still needed the map read first.

"_Have you had the 'pleasure' of meeting the dwarves?" _Veirra asked to change the subject.

"_Mythrian warned me of them and so I have avoided them. They made a mess of the dining hall and one of the guest rooms. Lindir complains that the kitchen cooks suffer from the sheer strain." _Arwen said calmly though there was amusement there.

"_As guests their manners are appalling." _Veirra groaned causing Arwen to laugh.

"_At least they brought you back for a visit. I think we can endure your companions for that reason alone." _Arwen replied, then sighed as she patted Violet one last time. _"I know you will not be here much longer, and I have been told you will be leaving Violet here in Imladris. I will take care of her for you."_

"_Thank you Arwen. I appreciate that, I was worried about what to do." _Veirra sighed and patted Violet.

"_For now though I have matters to attend to and must go. It is good to see you again Gildin." _Arwen said then left Veirra and Violet alone in the stables.

"Hear that Arwen is going to look after you." Veirra said, she stayed and kept Violet company for a bit longer then headed out of the stables.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Alright I know this chapter may be a bit short, and less action packed. However I hope the fun scenes of the dinner and such are amusing. Also as you may have noticed I am dropping little hints and teases of Veirra's past. **

**I also feel I need to point out the name of her short swords. Now I looked up the elvish words for Shadow-guard, and came up with a few variations. Hopefully I got the right ones which is 'Lum-tirith' If not I am sure one of you will let me know and I can correct it. For now it is lum-tirith.**
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	6. Not the Fountain!

**Hello all,**

**Thank you for the lovely reviews and I hope to hear from everyone on this latest addition. Also please be sure to check the Author's notes after words. Anyway Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>After visiting Violet in the stables, Veirra decided to take a more scenic route back to her room and enjoy the peaceful surroundings. She had ascended some steps and took the path to the left that would lead her by the fountains. Along the path she came to meet Lord Elrond and Lindir who had just rounded the corner and were leaving the fountains. The elf lord stopped her and so she spoke before Lord Elrond could. "My lord Elrond again I am so sorry for all the dwarves have done. I will speak to them about their rude behaviour."<p>

Bowing before Elrond could say a word she moved past them. "No wait Veirra."

The warning came too late as Veirra rounded the brush to see the fountain and a sight that she could have gone all her life without seeing. Bowing her head, Veirra closed her eyes and sighed. '_Not the fountain!' _"There are naked dwarves in your fountain."

"I tried to warn you." Lord Elrond sighed as Veirra rubbed the bridge of her nose. She would never be able to look at the fountain in the same light ever again.

"Now I need a hot poker to bore out my eyes and the image." Veirra groaned, and turned to head down the opposite path away from the fountain when she caught sight of a familiar blue dress. _'Oh no!' _Veirra thought as she moved straight for the elf maiden about to round the corner and come face to face with the same sight Veirra wished to be rid of. The route Mythrian was taking would take her closer to the fountain as Veirra rushed to catch Mythrian. She made it mid-way when she heard a surprised scream and groaned. _'Too late.'_

However Mythrian had not just come upon the naked dwarves at the fountain, a pair of young naked brothers were chasing each other around trying to hit each other with wound up towels. Veirra knew this because now Fili and Kili were covering themselves and turning bright red. "What goes on here?!" Thorin called his coat wrapped about his waist. Veirra had yet to be spotted and so Thorin was yelling at Mythrian. "Can we not have a bath?!"

"Can you lot not find the actual baths and not swim in the fountains?!" Veirra snapped back, now Thorin turned to see an annoyed ranger heading his way, "Or maybe you got lost again!"

Ignoring the fact she was arguing with a mostly bare dwarf lord, Veirra focused on his face. She knew Fili and Kili rushed back over by the fountain and the others to better hide themselves, but most of the company stood frozen at the arguing dwarf lord and ranger. Thorin turned red at seeing Veirra as he had been avoiding her as best he could, and now the woman was here and he only had his coat about his waist. Still her words were not lost on him, and forgetting how bare he was started to argue with her. "Forgive us for not visiting Rivendell enough to know where everything is!"

"You do not need to memorise anything just ask one of the elves, they will tell you or show you where the actual bathes are! They are nice like that!" Veirra yelled back.

"I do not need their help!"

"Apparently you do! You get lost easily enough!" Veirra continued arguing.

"Uhh Thorin..." Dwalin tried to gain the attention of the dwarf lord.

"Would you drop it already about my getting lost in the Shire!" Thorin growled back.

"Speaking of drop-"Balin tried to speak up.

"I will drop it when you drop your Elven prejudice!" Veirra countered. Both yelling enough for the entire court yard to hear.

"I think he already dropped something." Balin sighed.

"What?!" Both Thorin and Veirra said looking at Balin. Balin who was wrapped in his own coat gestured to Thorin. Veirra looked back at Thorin to see the problem his coat was on the ground and he was naked. Suddenly Veirra froze and could not look away as she saw him. All hard muscles, flat stomach, and even as her mind told her not to look down her eyes did anyway. Even as he bent down and picked up his coat she could not look away. He wrapped his coat around his waist again before straightening and caught her staring at him.

"Find something you like?" Thorin asked gruffly. Veirra seemed to snap out of her staring at him and quickly looked away clearing her throat.

"N-no." Veirra said trying to blank out what she had just seen, and literally felt Thorin smirk. To try and recover Veirra looked up. "This is why you guys should be in the bathes not in the fountains. You should not be exposing yourself to me-us. I mean everyone, all of you. Just get out of the fountain and ask where the bathes are."

"I do not know after the other day when you and that elf kept speaking cursed elvish." Thorin grinned enjoying antagonizing her. "What did you and she say that was so embarrassing?"

Gritting her teeth, Veirra then had an idea and could not help but grin. Looking down at Thorin she leaned down to eye level letting her eyes lock with his. Licking her lips she made her voice soft and seductive as she spoke. "I said that Lord Thorin Oakenshield..."

Thorin's mouth dropped with the way Veirra spoke and looked at him, his breath caught when she said his name. "What did you say?"

"I said," Veirra paused then with that grin still on her face she said in Sindarin and in the same tone; _"Thorin Oakenshield, you will never know what I said. Nor will you ever get the better of me."_

The smug smile fell from Thorin's lips as he glared at the elvish she just spoke to him. Veirra only grinned more at his response, stood straight then turned and walked away before he dropped his coat all over again. Walking fast she maintained the calm façade until she rounded a corner and could stop and lean against the wall. Closing her eyes she slowly calmed down taking deep breathes and trying to erase the image of Thorin Oakenshield naked. "Are you alright Gildin? You look panicked."

Veirra's eyes opened and she saw Mythrian. "I am fine, you?"

"I could have done without seeing naked dwarves." Mythrian admitted.

"Yes me too."

"Lord Elrond, Lindir, and I thought you would have a panic attack when Thorin-never mind." Mythrian said.

"Oh no Lord Elrond and Lindir saw my exchange with Thorin?" Veirra asked as her cheeks reddened.

"Yes, and I could not help but notice how you stared and your eyes went wide when-" Mythrian was grinning when Veirra interrupted.

"Yes I know, please do not remind me." For a few minutes Veirra breathed slowly and let the silence continue.

"Best to advise everyone stay clear of the fountain." Veirra suggested.

"Yes Lord Elrond and Lindir are already on it." Mythrian said waiting for Veirra to calm down. Veirra merely nodded, then pushed off from the wall. Heading away Mythrian silently walked with her. "Are you sure you are alright, Gildin?"

"Fine I am fine. Just need to get away." Veirra managed and so the pair walked further into the gardens and areas of Rivendell to try and forget the fountain incident.

Meanwhile Thorin and the others went back to the fountain. All the while the dwarf lord tried to figure out what Veirra could have said. When she spoke in that tone he had almost dropped his coat for a second time. Mostly he stayed in a corner of the fountain while the others splashed about laughing and having fun. "You know laddie, you should not let whatever she said get under your skin. You do not even know what she said." Balin said as he swam over to speak to Thorin.

"It was more of the tone in which she spoke, then what she said." Thorin grumbled, it was a sweet seductive tone that made him shudder. The magic of this place was playing tricks on his mind.

"She did it to get under your skin." Dwalin grumbled not far away.

"Who did?" Kili asked.

"Veirra she said something to Thorin in elvish when she interrupted." Dwalin explained.

"Uncle she likes to tease and annoy you. Do not let her get to you." Kili said knowing no harm was meant from Veirra's part. With his nephew's words in mind Thorin sighed and decided to forget the incident. The dwarves enjoyed their swim in the fountain, then dried and dressed before returning to their room for the evening. He would have to try a lot harder to avoid Veirra while in this cursed place with whatever elven magic was being used.

* * *

><p>After the fountain incident Thorin avoided Veirra as best he could. This was made easier by the dwarves antics which only served to embarrass her. Instead he kept to himself with his kin, disliking this place and the magic around it. However anything done to offend the elves made him chuckle. It was on one such evening he sat a ways away from his companions to think on a patio overlooking Rivendell. "You alright lad? You have been so quiet lately." Balin asked as he came to stand by Thorin's side.<p>

"I have had much on my mind of late." Thorin replied, then without fully thinking he asked, "Where is Veirra?"

"Veirra? Have not seen much of the lass of late, though I hear her horse Violet had arrived the other day. Apparently Rohirrim horses are extremely loyal, and will try to find their rider when separated. Spends a lot of time visiting that friend of hers, Atrice." Balin replied. Thorin merely nodded and continued to look out over the peaceful surroundings.

"I saw her heading to see her friend early this morning, but that one elf stopped her, Lindor." Dwalin said.

"You mean Lindir." Balin corrected.

"Whatever his name is, he took her to see that elf lord." Dwalin continued. Thorin tensed up at the thought of Lord Elrond questioning her on why exactly they were there. Perhaps he should have kept closer eye on her, she was too friendly with these elves. Balin must have noticed Thorin tensing up and was about to ask what was wrong when Lindir appeared in the doorway.

"My lord Elrond requests that you join him and Gandalf for a private meeting. Lady Veirra and Master Baggins have already been summoned." Lindir replied, the courtesy of the elves of Rivendell still stood, but after much of the dwarves antics Lindir was not in the mood to be courteous. Even then his eyes ran over the room and the mess the dwarves had made. "I will lead you to the meeting hall when ready."

Much to Lindir's annoyance Balin insisted on going as well as they headed from the chamber and down the hall to the private meeting. On entering it was more like an enclosed study with an open area much like a garden with a fountain in the middle. Already Gandalf and Elrond stood towards the centre with Veirra and Bilbo sitting on a nearby bench. In that moment Thorin looked at Veirra and noticed the saddened expression, in fact he could tell that she had been crying. Her eyes were reddened and she looked like she did not want to be here, yet here she was. For a moment he stared at her wondering what was said or done to cause this, it was time enough for Balin, Gandalf, and Elrond to notice but the three remained silent sharing a look. Finally Gandalf cleared his throat gaining Thorin's attention. "I have spoken to Lord Elrond in regards to the map you have, and since he may be the only one to read it. We would like you to show it to Lord Elrond."

"No it is mine to protect as are it's secrets." Thorin replied not trusting the elf lord.

"Save me from the stubbornness of Dwarves. Your pride will be your downfall. You stand in the presence of one of only ones that can read that map. Now show it to Lord Elrond." Gandalf replied.

There was a lengthy pause and finally Veirra snapped as she rose. She cursed in Rohirric so no one would understand her before saying in the common tongue. "Quit being so thick headed! Lord Elrond has opened his doors to us, and what is his thanks? Rude Dwarves swimming in fountains, breaking furniture, and-" Veirra wanted to yell at Thorin, then took a breathe to calm down, "The least you can do is be a little courteous and show him the map!"

Veirra massaged her temples as she closed her eyes to alleviate a vastly growing headache. It surprised them when Thorin actually gave Elrond the map. "Erebor?" Elrond asked as he looked at Thorin. "What is your interest in this?"

"It is mostly academic, as you know some of these maps sometimes hold ancient text." Gandalf replied, Veirra bit her lip at the lie but did not respond. She knew it was the only way to get answers, for if their true intent was known there would be those that would try and stop them. "You do still read Ancient Dwarfish do you not?"

Hearing Elrond speak in Elvish Veirra looked up. "Moon Runes. Of course, easily overlooked." Gandalf replied.

"That is true moon runes can only be read with the light of a moon of the same size and shape as the day they were written." Elrond replied looking it over carefully.

"Can you read them?" Thorin asked. Lord Elrond nodded and urged them to follow him as he lead them from the enclosed garden that was their meeting hall.

* * *

><p>Lord Elrond led the group to some steps opposite where they had originally started this meeting, that opened out at the back and descended into a cave. The cave was not overly long but up ahead a waterfall could be heard, and soon it opened up and revealed a ledge, waterfall, and pillar. All the while Veirra felt the piercing blue eyes on her.<p>

She stuck close to the wizard to avoid being around Thorin who now watched her intently. Only lord Elrond and Gandalf seemed to know what was wrong, but they pretended not to knowing that what Veirra wanted was to be left alone. Instead the elf lord began to read the map on the unique pillar where the moon would shine down upon them. Veirra listened and took in what was said storing it for later. She only glossed over the conversation that followed right up until their plans were revealed. Turning Veirra did not care if they chatted civilly or argued she was tired and felt more drained then before. Not even the beauty of this place could uplift her sadness. Moving through the cave, then the hall she veered left to head for her room when a firm hand caught her wrist and stopped her. She turned surprise to meet Thorin's gaze.

"What have they done?!" Thorin demanded.

"Wha-who?"

"The Elves?! What did they do?!" He demanded.

"What are you talking about?" Veirra asked confused.

"They have done something, you've been crying! Now tell me!" He could tell she was upset? Why would he care? Shaking her head to remove these questions she refocused.

"The elves have done nothing wrong. You are always so quick to assume that all the Elves under the sun have done something wrong." Veirra replied.

"That is because they did!" Thorin replied letting his prejudice get the better of him.

"King Thranduil did something wrong, you can not blame every last elf for his crimes!" Veirra replied now angry yet again.

"Then why have you cried?!" Thorin yelled, steadily their voices had been rising as they argued.

"It is not your business, but mine! What I do in my private time is none of your concern! Also you had no right following me and questioning Mythrian the other day!" Veirra yelled back.

"It is my business, if it affects our quest. I need to know!" Thorin was now just as angry. Why could she not just explain what was wrong?

"Did I sign a contract to join you on this quest?!" Veirra asked bluntly.

"No, but-" Thorin started.

"Then guess what!" Veirra interrupted, "I am not your responsibility, and it does not affect the quest! I am merely the ranger Gandalf asked to follow and aid your company! I can take care of myself! I am not some fragile object that needs protecting! If I wanted to be treated so I would remain here in Rivendell for that!" Veirra heard the surprised gasp from Bilbo, and realised too late that the pair had an audience. Her eyes softened at seeing the hurt look on Elrond's face. _'Oh god what have I done?!'_ Veirra thought horrified.

"Lord Elrond...I'm sorry I-" She swallowed hard. In that moment she wanted to get away and be alone for a while. Quickly she yanked her wrist free of Thorin's grip and quickly walked away, not stopping until she reached her room and could lock herself in.

Meanwhile Thorin stood there a moment stunned as he considered her words carefully and turned to the others. "What in Durin's name is going on?!"

"It is Atrice," Gandalf replied, "Lord Elrond has exhausted every possibility in healing her, but nothing has worked. There is nothing further to try. Atrice will never recover, nor will she ever know Veirra's face again." Thorin looked back in the direction Veirra had left in. "It is best Thorin to leave her alone. She needs time alone."

He stood staring down that hall as Elrond led Gandalf away to speak privately to him, leaving Balin and Bilbo to stand not far from Thorin. Finally Balin came forward and placed a hand on Thorin's shoulder. "Come on lad, best to follow Gandalf's advice and let Veirra be."

Nodding Thorin, Balin and Bilbo returned to the others and had to explain what had happened. Not just with the moon runes and map, but also what happened with Veirra. The company sat around the room they had made camp in, and having heard what they had learned Fili spoke next. "So this Atrice girl that is friends with Veirra will never recover?"

"No, according to Gandalf the elf lord has tried everything." Balin said

"Should Veirra really go with us then?" Dwalin asked, "She will be a risk if she is distracted." Most of the group grumbled and spoke amongst themselves on the issue. However Thorin had mixed feelings on the issue of leaving Veirra here.

Eventually the day turned to evening and Thorin needed fresh air and time to think to himself. The company while he loved being around his kin could be a little too boisterous when he wanted quiet to think. Stepping up the stairs he moved onto a small patio and leaned against the wall. The fresh air helped and he considered what to do about Veirra. Gandalf would certainly not approve of leaving the ranger in Rivendell. Thorin had not been standing there long when Bilbo walked by and was looking around. However that was not what caught their attention. The voices of Gandalf and Elrond across the way did.

"Of course I was going to tell you I was waiting for this very chance. And I think that you can trust that I know what I am doing." Gandalf said, gaining both hobbit and dwarf's attention. The pair walked on a bridge across the way and did not seem to notice Bilbo or Thorin. However as they continued to talk their walking slowed down.

"Do you? That dragon has slept for sixty years. What would happen if your plan should fail? If you awaken that beast?" Elrond asked.

"What if we succeed? The Dwarves can reclaim their homeland. Our defences in the east will be strengthened." Gandalf pointed out.

"It is a dangerous move, Gandalf."

"It is also a dangerous move to do nothing. The throne of Erebor is Thorin's birthright. What is it you fear?"

"Have you forgotten? A strain of madness runs deep in that family. His grandfather lost his mind, his father succumbed to the same illness. Can you swear Thorin Oakenshield will not fall to the same illness?" Thorin turned away knowing of the madness in his blood, he had witnessed it when his grandfather demanded they take back Moria. He did not need to be reminded of it and was about to walk away to find a more quiet place when Gandalf spoke next.

"That is precisely why I need Veirra Stormshadow's aid. She can-" Gandalf started to explain. The mentioned of Veirra made Thorin spin around and Bilbo glanced back at him as both listened.

"She can do what Gandalf? You have involved her in this mess. Her body may have healed, but her mind has not and you would ask for her aid when she should stay and recover." Lord Elrond interrupted. Thorin found himself entranced by the conversation wondering what Gandalf had been about to say, and why Elrond claimed her injured.

"Veirra is not as fragile as everyone thinks, Lord Elrond. We can continue to view her as fragile or we can accept that she has a strength about her that might save Thorin Oakenshield from sharing his father and grandfather's fate." Gandalf replied

"There is also a darkness inside her that needs to be undone or it could be her undoing. Yet you would risk her." Elrond replied for which Gandalf had no answer it was the truth, and a truth he could not argue. "Gandalf, these decisions do not rest with us alone. It is not up to you or I to redraw the map of Middle Earth."

As the pair walked on their voices became harder to hear and soon it went silent as both Bilbo and Thorin considered the conversation carefully. What could a ranger of the north do to combat a madness in the line of Durin?

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**I hope you all enjoyed this chapter I had a lot of fun writing it, especially the fountain part. I know I did it out of order from the film, but I did not want to follow completely to the letter on the film. So my fountain scene came before the map is read. If nothing else I hope it got you laughing.**

**I also hope you enjoyed the other part of this chapter which gives away a bit more about Veirra and her ill friend.**

**Anyway please review away.**


	7. Lead the way Ranger

**Hello all,**

**Thank you for the lovely reviews, as always it is good to hear from the readers. Here is chapter 7 for this month. I hope you all enjoy and look forward to hearing from you.**

* * *

><p>How could a Ranger of the North save him from suffering his grandfather's and father's fate? It was the greatest question on Thorin's mind as he continued to wonder the halls. However the more he thought about it the more confused he became. It made no sense that a ranger that agitated him so could help with a madness in his line, heck she drove him mad half the time! In fact even then he was being driven mad by mere thoughts of her. The incident with the trolls, her on top of him having saved his life. Her seeing him at the fountain bare, then speaking in such an alluring tone, and now seeing her upset earlier that day. Thorin would swear that with her he was already succumbing to the madness in the line of Durin, and shook his head.<p>

As if to try and escape these thoughts he picked up the pace and moved quickly down the corridor until he found himself in a very familiar garden. Sighing he turned to head another direction when he heard a soft voice on the wind, and went to investigate. Moving further into the garden he soon found the source of the voice and kept to shadows to remain unseen.

"...just want you to wake up and come back, Atrice." Veirra's soft voice reached his ears as he drew closer but kept to the shadows to hear. He heard Atrice's soft hum as though she had not heard a word Veirra said. "I miss you. I know Lord Elrond tried everything but I still believe in you. Please just do not leave me alone."

Veirra looked like she would start to cry all over again when all Atrice did was hum some strange tune. Then she closed her eyes and refocused. "Atrice I will be gone for some time. I am aiding Gandalf. You remember Gandalf do you not? He came and helped us, remember? I will be away for some months helping him, but I promise I will come back as soon as the quest is over, and Violet will be staying this time too. Please when I come back, please during that time try to come back too. Please do not leave me alone in the world."

Atrice made no response but merely started humming more loudly, so Veirra nodded and stood up to go. However the humming grew, then out of nowhere Atrice started screaming. It made Thorin jump, and Veirra whirl around to her friend. Immediately Veirra hugged her friend and held her as Atrice thrashed about. "No, no, no. Atrice! It is okay! They are gone, you are safe! Please Atrice calm down!"

Mythrian who heard Atrice's screams rushed into the garden carrying a small vial. She quickly uncorked the vial and poured the contents down Atrice's throat. A few moments later Atrice calmed down. "The episodes are getting worse and more frequent. I am sorry Veirra."

Brushing some of Atrice's blonde hair from her face, Veirra whispered a goodbye and straightened. "Please take care of her for me, Mythrian."

Nodding Mythrian attended to a now sleeping Atrice as Veirra left the gardens not realising what Thorin had just witnessed. Now that the map had been read and Lord Elrond knew the plan, it was time to leave. Both ranger and wizard agreed to meet in the mountains, and she would guide Thorin's group through the mountain pass. Naturally there would be those in Rivendell that would try to stop them and this plan had long since been talked about. Returning to her room she packed and readied for travelling. She wrote a quick note for Lord Elrond wishing she had a chance to apologize for what she said, but the note would have to do. Soon Rivendell was quiet save for the meeting Gandalf was having. Slipping from her room armed, dressed, and with her pack slung over her shoulder she moved toward the large open room the dwarves had 'made camp' in. Sure enough the dwarves slept along with Bilbo not far away in a bed. Finding Thorin she thought him asleep but his eyes opened the moment she stepped near and he quickly sat up.

Thorin had slipped away after witnessing the incident with Atrice and gone back to his room and bed roll. He thought about everything and was so lost in his thoughts he did not realise Veirra had come into the room until he realised someone stood over him. "Veirra, wha-"

"Wake the others." Veirra interrupted.

Not wanting to fight with Veirra he got up and woke the others including Bilbo. "Alright they are awake now what?"

"Prepare to leave immediately. We must make for the mountain pass before dawn and the elves realise we are gone. I will be guiding you until we rejoin Gandalf." Veirra said calmly.

"What about Gandalf?" Dwalin asked.

"Gandalf is currently distracting those that would seek to stop you. He will rejoin us in the mountains." Veirra replied calmly.

"And why were we not informed of this plan?" Thorin asked annoyed to be kept out of it.

"Because Gandalf was unsure when they would gather to discuss his actions. And if we acted beforehand or if your elven prejudice got in the way the plan might fail miserably. Now you can either follow me to the mountain pass, or your quest ends here." Veirra stared at Thorin.

"Everyone, get ready we are leaving now." Thorin finally answered after a moment. As they packed Veirra stood off to the side waiting and watching for possible elven guards. Bilbo soon came forward ready to go.

"Um Veirra I am sorry about your friend." Bilbo said softly, "Gandalf he told us that she will never recover."

"She will... she has to." Veirra replied unwilling to accept the truth that she was alone and her life long friend was gone. A few of the dwarves overheard Bilbo's words as they packed but dared not say anything. Bilbo only nodded in understanding. Soon they all stood ready to leave Rivendell behind. Looking up at the company of Thorin Oakenshield Veirra checked over each one, as Thorin spoke up. "Lead the way Ranger."

* * *

><p>Leading the company from the elven city of Rivendell, they were able to relax some as they passed beyond the lands borders. However Veirra kept quiet for most of it merely leading the dwarves further up into the mountains. On foot meant that it took longer to get to where they were meant to go, it also meant the company was sore and tired after a long days walk. Finally Thorin called out to her to stop, and wordlessly she set her pack down, and sat on a nearby bolder. For the most part the company left her alone, as they set about building a camp fire and laying out bed rolls. Meanwhile Balin and Dwalin came over to Thorin to speak privately with him. "Lad you need to talk to our ranger. There is too much tension between you two."<p>

"Talk about what, Balin? She wants to be left alone." Thorin replied peeking over at the ranger that sat with her back to the camp.

"And we have left her alone too long, laddie. Right now she must feel like she is all alone in the world." Balin replied concerned.

"Aye, and it is no good for someone to be so unfocused. It is dangerous to be distracted out in the wilds." Dwalin added. Thorin considered both their words for a few minutes. Both were right he had not spoken to her since after the meeting with Elrond when they argued. After that he kept his distance after Gandalf mentioned Atrice. Besides going out into the wilds with an unclear mind was like walking into a battle without a weapon, dangerous and stupid.

"You are both right. I will go speak to her." Thorin replied and immediately headed off towards Veirra. Even as he moved towards her in quick strides he wondered how to approach her and wondered what to say first. Coming to stand next to where she sat, the pair remained silent for a few minutes. He stole a peek at her noticing how calm she looked, finally he cleared his throat. "Nice night."

Veirra looked up at Thorin then slowly nodded. "It will get colder the higher up the mountain we go."

"The mountains is where Gandalf will meet us?" Thorin asked.

"Yes he will meet us." Veirra replied swallowing hard, both felt tense as though the earlier argument would erupt yet again. Then she heard Thorin sigh loudly.

"I am sorry about before, and about your friend I know you can take care of yourself and it is none of my business, but you are with us now. You are not alone." Looking up at Thorin, Veirra was surprised. For a moment they just stared at one another, it was the way Thorin looked at her in that moment that made her shiver. It made her heart beat faster, and her breathe catch. Automatically she assumed it was a panic attack as she looked away quickly.

"Thank you, I appreciate hearing that from you. As it is, it is hard to ignore the feeling that I am alone." Veirra replied softly as she looked to her hands, "I have no other family. Before it never bothered me, I had made peace with my mother and father being gone. Now though even with friends, Atrice was the closest to me, like a sister; and I feel like I will not be missed should I leave this world."

_'Curse those Elves and whatever foul magic they used!' _Thorin thought as he had started to reach for her then stopped. The feelings he felt for this ranger had not left him upon leaving Rivendell instead it had strengthened. "You would be more than missed. Many would mourn your loss including those you travel with now."

Veirra started to respond, but instead Bofur called out. "Supper's ready."

"Finally some real food instead of those nasty greens the Elves eat!" Gloin spoke up. Making Veirra smile.

"Back to solely a meat diet then I take it?" Veirra teased over her shoulder. The group cheered a yes in response, but the cheer was more for her finally reacting to them then anything else.

"How can Elves stand to eat solely greens anyway?" Ori asked.

"Same question could be posed on why dwarves only eat meat." Veirra pointed out.

"Ah and what do humans like then?" Nori asked.

"Depends on the human. We like variety, for example I can eat both greens and meat and am perfectly fine with both. Elves though eat greens hence they are 'skinny' whereas dwarves eat meat and well..." Veirra gestured to the dwarves before her.

"We're meaty!" Dwalin supplied, causing a cheer amongst his companions. All the while Bofur handed out bowls to the others of the company.

"Yes a little too 'meaty'." Veirra teased, "I heard about Bombur breaking a table he was sitting on." The company burst out laughing, "You also scarred some elf maidens for the rest of their immortal lives when you all swam naked in the fountain." The dwarves laughed harder. "I know I will never be able to erase that image from my mind."

The dwarves stopped laughing as Veirra reminded them of the fountain incident and each dwarf's face turned a unique shade of red including Thorin. Finally she began laughing. "Oh come now it was not as though I was trying to look. I did not see a whole lot anyway."

"Well aside from Thorin anyway." She added in a soft murmur, that Thorin caught making him go even redder.

"You had us there! For a moment we thought you saw everything." Dwalin laughed as the group started laughing about the incident, and just like that the tension from before was gone. Soon the group settled into eating, no one wanted to ask Veirra too much about Atrice or how she came to be that way. But everyone could guess it was something terrible. Thorin wanted to ask more of Veirra but not with the others around. There were so many things said that made little sense to the dwarf lord. He still didn't understand why Gandalf thought Veirra was the one to keep the madness in his family at bay. He wanted to know of Atrice's condition, perhaps it was a similar madness? After eating the other dwarves settled down to rest while Veirra took first watch not far away.

Thorin laid down and waited for the rest to fall asleep, and when he was certain all others were deep in sleep he rose and came over to Veirra. "Can not sleep huh?" Veirra asked in a soft whisper before he even came into view.

"Yes, I have many questions I would ask." Thorin whispered sitting down beside her.

"You may ask, but I may choose not to answer. Go ahead." Veirra whispered back. Thinking on how best to ask, Thorin decided not to admit to what Gandalf had said to Elrond not yet anyway.

"Why do you think aside from all the other rangers you were picked by Gandalf to join us?" Thorin asked. Veirra frowned at this as she considered the question carefully before answering.

"The only reasons I can think of for Gandalf to choose me is because he knew me for a long time. Perhaps my skill set was what was needed, I know he sought me out specifically to join your quest. However at times wizards do strange and questionable things but there is always a reason behind it. I myself can not say why because I myself do not know why he picked me. I would have better luck guessing why Gandalf picked Bilbo Baggins to be your burglar." Thorin nodded slowly as he realised she did not know the real reason. It made asking what Elrond meant harder, perhaps skirting the issues would help.

"How did your friend..." Thorin trailed off trying to find the words.

"Please do not ask that. Right now I can not answer those questions." Veirra said, hoping Thorin would drop the subject and never pick it up again. Fortunately Thorin nodded agreeing to drop it since it was still such a sensitive topic.

"Last question I swear. I overheard Elrond, he claimed you to be injured and should stay in Rivendell. Why would he say that?" Thorin asked, causing a short laugh to escape Veirra's lips.

"Yes Elrond would say as much. I was injured in an attack and needed healing, once well enough to walk I left. Since then he worries I did not give myself enough time to recover." Veirra replied simply. Thorin nodded accepting the answer, then stood from his spot. It was enough, right then he needed away from her. As it stood the desire to stay close and talk with her more was too strong. He would need to distance himself from the ranger, if he was to successfully avoid the curse the elves must have used on him.

"Goodnight." He said a little too coldly. Veirra thought he must not like that she answered his questions so vaguely, but she did not let that bother her and so simply repeated the word as he went back to his bedroll.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note:<strong>

**Not much to report on for this chapter, only a few minor things.**

**Mainly there is no elven curse it is just in Thorin's mind since he has never been attracted to a girl before. LOL**


	8. How Rangers fish

**Hello all,**

**I am glad you all enjoyed the last chapter. Here is chapter eight.**

* * *

><p>For the most part the days were uneventful as the company travelled towards the mountains where they were to meet Gandalf. To kill the boredom they would tell stories of old, of heroes long dead who became legends. The youngest of the company Ori began writing the tale of this company hoping one day that it would become a fabled story of old, and also drew the different members of the company. He began with Thorin and was found to be very artistic, later on he drew more of the company. Bilbo was the first to discover him. "What are you doing?"<p>

"Shhh! I am drawing the company and writing the story of our journey." Ori replied nervous about being found out.

"Well that sounds like a good idea actually." Bilbo replied, "May I?"

Bilbo gestured to the spot next to Ori to sit down and look at what he was doing. Currently he was drawing Gloin as he put wood together to make a fire for cooking. "Wow you are really good at drawing."

"Thank you. Want to see the others?" Ori asked.

"Yes absolutely." Bilbo replied as Ori flipped back to the beginning showing Thorin leaning against a tree, Kili making more arrows, Fili sharpening a blade, Bofur and Bombur cooking, and more. However despite all that there was one companion missing. "These are amazing, but why have you not drawn Veirra?"

Ori seemed to go shy as he blushed red. "I want to but..."

"But? What?" Bilbo asked as Ori seemed to redden.

"I am afraid to ask her." Ori replied. Bilbo had not realised just how shy Ori was around females, however thinking back he now realised Ori was.

"Well you do not need to be. She is actually very nice, and I am sure she would not mind. It might make her feel more welcome." Bilbo said.

"What do you mean?" Ori asked.

"Well despite them tolerating each other she and Thorin do not seem to get along all that well." Bilbo said remembering the argument in Rivendell.

"I think Thorin likes her, but does not know how to show it." Ori answered, "But do not tell anyone I said that, please."

"My lips are sealed on the matter." Bilbo said still what Ori thought surprised him and he shook his head. "Regardless though you should draw her. Come on I think she is by the stream."

Ori followed Bilbo as the pair made their way down to the stream by camp and found Veirra poised on a rock just above the stream. She was knelt down and held her bow with an arrow notched at the ready to shoot something. For a few moments she remained still, she only breathed in and out slowly as she followed something with her bow slowly. Then she released the arrow which made a splashing plop as it struck the water. Veirra leaned down as the arrow and whatever she hit floated past her. Pulling the arrow from the slow flowing stream it had struck a fish. Again Ori grew shy and did not want to interrupt the ranger as she was busy. However before the shy dwarf could turn to leave, Bilbo caught his shoulder.

"Wait I will ask her." Bilbo said encouraging the dwarf to not leave. Veirra carefully pulled her arrow free and dropped the fish with some others before re-notching the arrow for another target. Discreetly Bilbo cleared his throat gaining Veirra's attention.

"Good afternoon master Baggins Master Ori. What is the occasion?" Veirra asked.

"Well you see Ori is writing the tale of our journey and drawing each of the companions." Bilbo explained.

"Sounds like a lovely idea." Veirra said politely.

"Yes well, he has drawn every member of the company save one." Bilbo continued as Veirra released the arrow she had been aiming at the water and got another fish.

"It is alright I am still listening, go on." Veirra encouraged as she pulled the arrow and fish from the stream.

"Well he has not yet drawn you, and I believe he should." Bilbo said, this got Veirra to look at the pair fully. A slow smile spread across her lips.

"You want to ask if it is okay to draw me?" Veirra asked surprised, receiving nods from both Ori and Bilbo. "Sure you can draw me. Will I need to hold still?"

"N-no I drew most of the company and they didn't even know I had." Ori said shyly.

"If you have drawn the rest of the company without knowing, why are you asking to draw me? You are not intending to draw me naked or anything are you?" The last question was her teasing, but for Ori he went even more red.

"No! No I would never do that-"

"Relax Ori I am joking." Veirra replied with a light hearted laugh, "But I am curious as to why you need ask my permission."

"Well because you are a wo- you are a girrr.." Ori swallowed nervous and kept trying to say the key word.

"Because I am a female." Veirra caught on and smiled at how shy this dwarf could be. "It is alright you can draw me."

Ori seemed to light up as he sat down nearby and pulled his book open and got out his charcoal to draw the company's ranger right then as she continued to fish with a bow. Bilbo sat not too far off as to not be in the way of either of them. It was not long when Ori was nearly done that Bilbo heard someone approaching, well two to be precise. Looking back Fili and Kili came up to Bilbo. "What is going on?" Fili asked.

"Veirra is fishing with a bow and arrow, and Ori is drawing her." Bilbo replied simply.

"He is drawing her with her clothes on right?" Kili asked, and received a look from Bilbo that said 'Of course!' "Hey I just making sure our lovely ranger is not being taken advantage of."

"Who is taking advantage of who?" No one needed to turn to know that the strong voice belonged to Thorin who came to stand by his nephews and saw Veirra. For a moment the dwarf lord stared at her as she fished.

"No one uncle, Bilbo was explaining that Veirra is fishing and Ori is drawing her." Fili explained.

"You know you all make enough noise for a deaf man to hear you." Veirra chided as she shot the arrow into the water. "Hopefully you are not distracting Ori with all that chatter, as you are my fishing." Again she was obviously joking.

"It is okay Lady Veirra, they do not distract me. Besides I am almost done." Ori replied shyly and Veirra nodded.

"You do realise that usually a person uses a fishing rod or net for fishing." Fili teased Veirra.

"Yes but this is what you use when you do not have the luxury of a fishing rod or net, Master Fili." Veirra teased back.

"Where did you learn to fish with a bow?" Kili asked fascinated.

"My father started teaching me when I was very young and gave me my first bow. It is one of the few last memories I have of him. Later I resumed my lessons with the rangers of the North, but honed my skills with the elves of Rivendell." Veirra said ignoring the scowl Thorin gave at the mention of elves.

"Could you teach me how to fish like that?" Kili asked.

"Sure, but only at slow flowing streams, otherwise we would lose arrows." Veirra said, "Get your bow."

Excited the dwarf rushed off to get it as Ori finishing and stood. "Thank you lady Veirra for letting me draw you."

"No problem Ori, do not be afraid to ask me for something in the future." Veirra said, as she pulled her arrow free of a fish, and dropped the fish with the others. Thus far she only had five, not nearly enough to feed the whole company. As Ori headed back to camp Bilbo rose and went with him.

"See I told you there was nothing to fear from asking her." Bilbo replied then looked at the image of Veirra poised with her bow at the ready. Fili soon followed wanting to see the other drawings Ori had done, leaving Thorin to watch Veirra continue to fish.

"I thought I told you not to be a distraction." Thorin said annoyed at the attention some of his companions were giving the ranger. However his annoyance was mainly directed at himself, since Rivendell she had become a pleasant distraction for him. She also managed to equally tease, annoy, and intrigue him all at once. A fact that completely unnerved him, never before had a female done this. Since they had spoken after leaving Rivendell Thorin had grown a little distant to try and rid himself of the cursed elven magic used on him. Thus he seemed to grow colder to Veirra, and she responded in kind. So in a sense they were back to square one.

"Currently I am catching tonight's meal, and secondly your companions are taking a needed break from travel. Perhaps you should try to relax a little, you seem a bit tense." Veirra pointed out calmly, but he only glared at her.

"I am not tense." Thorin argued.

"So you are always in a foul mood then." Veirra teased, "I bet your were a sheer joy as a dwarfling. Making all the girl dwarfs run home crying."

"And I bet you were a ray of sunshine." Thorin growled back sarcastically.

"Yes I was thank you for noticing." Veirra grinned.

"Damn you must you be so..." Thorin stopped to think of the proper word.

"Charming? Sweet? A sheer joy? Oh! I know... undeniably the-" Veirra said lowering her bow and looking at Thorin, but was interrupted.

"Annoying, obnoxious, and a sheer headache!" Thorin replied agitated.

"Awwe Thorin," Veirra held a hand over her chest and feigned a hurt look, "You are so sweet." Thorin growled again annoyed by how she teased him unmercifully, and no matter how much he tried the 'elven curse' only strengthened. Finally he heard her sigh. "Alright what is it? Why are you so hostile towards me? You seemed fine with me when I lead you out of Rivendell and when we spoke, but now you act like I am causing you problems."

There was a number of things Thorin wanted to say, but how to say them was another matter. How did he get his complaints across to the ranger guiding them? He wanted to tell her she was a distraction not for the company, but for him! All he could think was the elves back in Rivendell must have cursed him, it was the only way to explain how his eyes lingered on her. He struggled for a means to tell her how she drove him insane. Unfortunately he could not and after a long moment waiting for him to answer her, Veirra sighed thinking. _'There is just no pleasing some people.' _"Well let me know when you want to tell me what your problem with me is."

Thorin was about to protest to her dismissing statement, when Kili came back with his bow in hand. He would have continued the argument but not with his nephew present, instead he stalked back to camp. Meanwhile Veirra was glad to have Kili there as someone to stop Thorin from arguing with her. "Alright the first thing you do when fishing with a bow is to check the water. You want a slow moving stream. Stick your finger in the water."

Kili did as instructed. "Slow moving?" Kili nodded, "Which direction does the water flow?"

Kili pointed to his right. "Alright now often fishes follow the current, it is too much work to swim against it. So the fish will be going that way too. When fishing you want to aim at a fish that will come your way not one already passing you by. Now since the water is fairly clear the fish are easier to spot. Another thing when shooting into the water you must account for your arrow slowing down and the pull of the current, you also can not forget that the fish is moving too."

"So how would you shoot the fish?" Kili asked.

"My father taught me a trick to that. Imagine the fish you are targeting is in a box, large enough to encompass the fish and allow him to move, then aim into the upper left or right corner of said box. In this case it is the upper left corner."

"Anything else?" Kili asked.

"Yes aim at a fish near the surface, aiming at one deeper in the water your arrow may not reach. It is also best to study the fish for a moment before attempting to shoot at it. Okay?" Nodding Kili did as she instructed. Amazingly enough Kili proved to be an excellent shot as he hit his first fish. "Wow! You got one on your first try. Not many but the Elves usually can do that."

"The Elves they do this?" Kili asked.

"Yes by comparison the Elves are a lot better at this than I." Veirra admitted.

"Now I find that hard to believe." Kili said.

"Elves have very keen eyes, when I would fish with the elves of Rivendell I would catch one fish they would catch three." As she spoke she leaned down and caught Kili's arrow and fish before they went down stream. "Often they can shoot at fish in a faster moving stream where the water is not so clear."

Again they resumed fishing, but this time Kili missed. "Hey sometimes even I still miss, just keep practising and you will do fine."

"I must have been distracted or maybe I was trying to impress the pretty red head." Kili teased as he plucked his arrow out of the water.

"Don't worry with practice I am sure a charmer like you will have plenty of chances to impress other pretty red heads." Veirra said, retrieving her arrow and fish."I think we got enough fish. Want to help me take these back to camp?"

"Anything to impress a pretty red head." Kili grinned, making Veirra shake her head. _'Heaven help the girl Kili charms.' _

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>
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	9. Plans Change, but Rangers Argue

**Hello all,**

**Well here is chapter nine, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>In the days to come the path lead higher and deeper into the mountains as the company travelled on. Until eventually they moved along a narrow rocky path through the mountains and had the misfortune of being caught in the icy rain, not even Veirra's elven cloak could defend against the ice cold torrential downpour. The cracks of thunder did not help at all either as the ledge thinned making moving forward a hazard especially in the rain. Pressing to the rocky mountain wall, Veirra moved forward behind Thorin, and had not noticed Bilbo almost slip. Still the dangers of travelling a thin path in the middle of a storm did not escape her notice as Thorin soon called out. "We need to find shelter!"<p>

"There should be some caves nearby, but we would have to be careful Goblins inhabit these mountains." Veirra replied. No sooner had she spoken Dwalin yelled. "Look out!"

Looking up she saw a bolder flying towards the mountain above where they stood. Before she could duck for cover a strong arm wrapped around her waist and yanked her close. She came to be mere inches from Thorin's face as stone rained down on them. She could hear the other dwarves yelling out luckily the larger rocks missed them and their ledge.

"This is no thunder storm! It is a thunder battle! Look!" Balin called and pointed in the distance at the opposite mountain, it moved. As it moved it pulled the top off another mountain off, just as Bofur came forward. "Well bless me, the legends are true! Giants! Stone giants!"

Just then the stone giant hurled the mountain top it had pulled free, but not at them. Looking to the intended destination out came another stone giant that was struck by it. The stone giant fell back against the very mountain in which they stood shaking it and causing loosened rocks to fall.

"Take cover you fool!" Thorin called out to Bofur. Luckily a couple others were there to yank Bofur back against the side of the mountain.

"Hold on!" One of the dwarves called out when the mountain shook more and more rocks fell. Veirra had no choice as Thorin held onto her tighter she ducked her head down towards his shoulder. Then she realised why the mountain was moving so much, they were on one of the stone giants.

"Fili, what's happening?!" Kili called out, Veirra looked back and saw the twins being separated as the giant they were on started to get up.

"Grab my hand!" Fili reached out for his brother, but it was too late there was too great a gap. Looking up Veirra watched as the other giant head-butted the one they were on. It sent theirs falling back, and immediately Thorin released her waist as they saw an opportunity to escape the dangerous ledge they stood on. As the giant they were on laid there a moment it allowed them to cross onto a ledge of the mountain. "Go! Go run!" Moving forward onto another an more widened ledge, Veirra looked back to make sure everyone was there except for those still trapped on the stone giant. That was when she saw part of the ledge give and Fili slip, jumping at the ledge she slide to the end in time to catch Fili's hand. "Hold on Fili!"

It only took a moment for Thorin and others to follow and started helping to pull Fili back onto the ledge as the giant the rest of the company were on got up to fight the other stone giant yet again. They watched helplessly as the two giants battled swinging on each other and sending rocks flying. As a third rock giant threw another chunk of mountain that hit the other in the head. Again it rained rocks with Thorin pulling Veirra tightly to him. As she heard the yells she looked up in time to see her companions sail past them. The giant was falling and as he did so the ledge their friends were on crashed into the mountain on their left.

"No! Kili!" Thorin yelled as the rock came away and the giant fell into the depths below. Rushing forward they rounded the bend as quickly as they dared on the slippery rocks. There lay the bunch of them on the ledge dazed but alive. Veirra had already begun a head count to make sure none were lost when Bofur asked. "Where is Bilbo?"

Looking about her she realised he was missing. "Bilbo!" She called out.

"There!" Nori called out. He and Bofur immediately reach down to the hobbit that held onto the ledge. "Grab my hand!" Bofur called out as a number of dwarves reached down towards him. It was Thorin that acted next as he dropped down beside Bilbo on a small rock jutting out and pulled the hobbit up to the others to pull him up the rest of the way. No sooner was Bilbo pulled to safety Thorin's foot slipped from the rock Dwalin grabbed hold of Thorin's hand, while Veirra reached down and grabbed hold of his jacket to help pull him up. Pulling him back up Veirra took a second to catch her breathe as Dwalin spoke up."I thought we lost our burglar."

"He's been lost ever since he left home. He should never have come. He has no place amongst us." Thorin replied coldly.

"How can you say that? He came to help you!" Veirra replied glaring up at Thorin. He looked back at her but rather then argue he moved towards a cave and got Dwalin's attention. Veirra shook her head before looking back at Bilbo. "It's okay Bilbo, do not let what he said bother you."

Bilbo only nodded, but she could tell it did bother the hobbit. Finally she got up from where she sat to check on the others and do another head count. "Let's see...Bilbo, Thorin, Dwalin, Balin, Fili, Kili, Ori, Dori, Nori, Bombur, Bofur, Oin, Gloin...and Bifur where are you?!"

The strange dwarf that survived an axe to the head called out in Dwarven.

Turning to face the direction she soon spotted Bifur. "Ah good there you are. Thirteen dwarves and a hobbit."

"Don't forget to count the ranger!" Kili called out causing a number of laughs.

"I already counted her, after all I am here or I think I am." Veirra joked.

"In here all of you." Thorin said as he stood in the cave entrance.

"Did you check for Goblins?" Veirra asked.

"Dwalin checked and found nothing." Thorin replied, Veirra nodded and soon they all filed in glad to be out of the rain. As the group got their packs off Gloin dropped some wood.

"Let's get a fire going."

"No not in this place. The ranger has warned us of Goblins we do not need to attract them." Thorin spoke up.

"Said ranger does have name, it's called Veirra." Veirra replied calmly, but it seemed Thorin was content to ignore her now that she had stood up for Bilbo.

"Get some rest, we leave in the morning."

"We were suppose to wait in the mountains for Gandalf. That was the plan." Balin replied.

"Plans change." Thorin added.

"And how will Gandalf find us if we do not stick to said plan?" Veirra pointed out, Thorin glared back at her.

"He should have thought of that before dragging us to Rivendell."

"Unbelievable! Stubborn dwarf!" Veirra replied completely annoyed, then began cursing in Elven.

"Lass we can't understand you when you speak in Elven." Balin spoke up.

"Exactly!" Veirra snapped, then began muttering in common. "Stubborn, self centred, ungrateful, spoilt..." Turning away she snatched up her pack.

"And where do you think you are going?" Thorin asked. Veirra had started to head further into the tunnel with her bag when she whirled on Thorin.

"To get changed! Alright with you?!" Veirra snapped.

"Do as you like." Thorin glared back at her.

"Good I will, and if I catch ANYONE trying to sneak a peek you will join the rock giant at the bottom!" Veirra called back as she ventured further in. Thorin stared after her for a long time, and was thinking just how beautiful she looked when angry. He shook the thought from his head as he turned back to the others and told them to get to bed and Bofur was to take first watch. Meanwhile Veirra took her time drying off and changing clothes before coming back. When she did some of the dwarves were fast asleep while others pretended to be.

It had been a long journey and she was tired, rolling out her bedroll she laid down not bothering to remove much from her person as she faced away from Thorin and quickly dosed off.

* * *
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	10. Ask stupid questions, Get bladed Answers

**Hello all,**
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* * *

><p><em>At the back of the cave she grumbled under her breathe at Thorin's behaviour as she took off her soaked tunic and began squeezing the water out. She squeezed her hair out and began to dry off some when she realised someone stood behind her. "I thought I made it clear that if any of you followed I would throw you off this mountain." Veirra replied annoyed at being ignored. <em>

_No sooner had the words left her lips, a strong hand seized her arm and turned her around. Luckily she held her dry tunic to her to keep her modesty. Being seized by both arms Veirra was soon made to sit down on a bolder and look up at Thorin's intense eyes. "Thorin what are you doing?!"_

_Before she knew it Thorin gripped the back of her head and leaned down crushing his lips against hers fiercely. Being kissed by the dwarf lord Thorin Oakenshield shocked Veirra as he pressed harder and her mouth opened with a soft moan. Thorin's other large hand soon gripped her hip to pull her against him. Panic rushed through her, but her body refused to act on her fears. The hard passionate kiss left her breathless when Thorin finally released her mouth, and made it impossible for her to say anything as she stared up at Thorin confused. She felt Thorin tug her hair and pull her head back exposing her neck, and he leaned down kissing her neck, tickling her with his beard, and nipping her at times to get a soft gasp to escape her lips. 'What had they been fighting about?' Veirra wondered. Then she felt it someone was watching them and her eyes fluttered open. All she saw in the pathway leading back to their companions was a shadow that watched them, it all but screamed evil. Faintly she heard what sounded like thousands of whispers calling her name._

"_Thorin there is something there." Veirra said, but the dwarf seemed more interested in her. "Thorin seriously there is someone-" Her words stopped as her hands pushed against a pale scarred chest instead of Thorin's fur coat. He was missing a hand and as she faced him she realised it was a strangely pale orc grinning down on her. Panicking she tried to push the vile creature away from her, that was when she noticed that she was chained to the wall and dressed in rags. Now she could hear screams and cries echoing down the corridor. She suddenly felt very sick, they were not cries of someone being merely tortured, but various women's cries. Screams and cries similar to that of Atrice! 'No,NO! This could not be happening!' Veirra thought wildly as she began struggling even more, as the pale orc grinned even more and pressed against her. The last thing she knew was she screamed. "THORIN!" _

"Wake up!" Veirra snapped awake at Thorin's voice and looked over at him, then the floor moved and she sat up just as it fell out from underneath them. Down they slid as she and the others screamed out as they fell. Finally they fell onto a rickety wooden platform, and Veirra groaned. She was on top of someone, and so she opened her eyes to find herself yet again on top of the dwarf lord. Like before their faces were mere inches apart, this time though he had an arm wrapped around her waist and was reluctant to release her. She felt herself shiver against him and his grip tighten. Had the situation they were in not been a dangerous one she knew he would have held her to him longer, but in that moment it was not the time and so reluctantly he released her waist. Before anyone really got to their feet Goblins came rushing at them and seizing them before they fully realised what had happened. Fighting them proved pointless as they were pushed and pulled along, their weapons taken. However Goblins were not that thorough and Veirra retained her hidden wrist daggers as well as various other hidden daggers. Yanked along no one saw where the hobbit went, but right then it was more concerning to be captured by Goblins.

Being led to a larger cavernous area there were many bridges where other Goblins looked down or up at the group as they were pushed and pulled along. There were also many lights which meant a very large horde of Goblins resided here. Veirra winced as a type of horn was blown followed by other 'noises' were they trying to make music? _'Great a new form of torture!' _Veirra thought as the group was led on. Soon they were led across yet another bridge to a very large ugly Goblin that thought he could sing. Apparently this was their leader, and Veirra thought she was going to be sick as she looked on him. What was even more painful was hearing him try to carry a tune, by the end of the song Veirra would have preferred a torture table to his singing. "Catchy isn't it? It's one of my own compositions."

"Let me put it to you this way, I will willingly take torture over your singing!" Veirra called out.

"It's not a song it's an abomination!" Balin added. The Goblin king laughed as the goblins dumped their weapons before him. It was then he stood yet again and lumbered forward. Veirra hoped that along the way he would fall through the rickety wooden planks but no such luck.

"Who would be so bold as to come armed into my kingdom? Spies? Thieves? Assassins?"

"Dwarves your malevolence." A goblin spoke up.

"Dwarves!"

"And a human." Another goblin pointed to Veirra.

The first goblin continued, "We found them on the front porch."

"Well don't just stand there search them! Every crack! Every crevice!" A pair of Goblins seized Veirra's upper arms while another felt over her. Luckily her wrist daggers remained hidden, and the Goblin was short. However she did not like being touched and so her leg came up kicking the goblin hard between the legs. He gave a squeak and fell over clutching himself. The others would have reacted had they not heard the clatter as a bag was dumped. Elven items hit the floor. "It is my belief that they are in league with Elves!"

The goblin king was handed a candle holder, "Made in Rivendell. Second age couldn't give it away." He tossed it away.

That was Nori's sack, Veirra looked at the guilty dwarf with a raised brow. "Just a couple of keepsakes." At that point Veirra shook her head and rolled her eyes.

"What are you doing in these parts? Speak!" The Goblin king demanded and before Thorin could come forward it was Oin who stopped him and came forward. "Don't worry lads I will handle this."

"No tricks! I want the truth warts and all." The goblin king retook his seat.

"You're going to have to speak up! Your boys flattened my trumpet!" Oin spoke up.

"I will flatten more then your trumpet!" He got up again as he came forward as he knocked goblins aside, then Bofur came forward. "If its information you are wanting then I am the one you should be talking to."

The king stopped and waited as Bofur continued. "We were on the road, well it is not so much a road as a path. Actually it is not even that come to think of it more like a track. Anyway point is we were on this road, like a path, like a track and then we weren't. Which is a problem because we were suppose to be in Dunland last Tuesday."

Veirra was biting holes in tongue to keep from laughing, as Dori added. "Visiting distant relations."

"Some inbreeds on my mother's side." Bofur supplied.

"And her?" The goblin king pointed at Veirra.

"Oh she is our guide, but not a very good one since we got lost on the road..path... track." Veirra ducked her head to keep from laughing then straightened.

"It's true, and some of them are stubborn as old goats. Some of them insisted that road... no wait path er track must be a short cut." Veirra spoke up, by now the goblin king had had enough.

"SHUT UP! If they will not talk then we will make them squawk! Bring up the mangler! Bring up the bone breaker! Start with the youngest!" He pointed to Ori then, and the youngest of the company paled. Naturally Veirra saw Thorin move to reveal himself to the goblin king.

"We were talking you just did not like what we were saying, there is a difference! And secondly it's ladies first!" Veirra called out.

"What?!"

"You are not suppose to start with the youngest, idiot! It is ladies first or is your knowledge as horrible as your singing?!" Veirra replied. Again the angry Goblin king came lumbering forward and Veirra braced herself for the worst.

"WAIT!" Thorin called out as he stepped forward. _'Damn it Thorin!' _Veirra thought.

"Well, well, well! Look who it is, Thorin son of Thrain son of Thror. King under the mountain." The goblin king gave a mocking bow to Thorin. "Oh but I am forgetting you do not have a mountain, and you are not a king, which makes you nobody really. I know someone that would pay a pretty price for your head, just a head nothing attached."

Veirra started to move forward fearing that his head would be removed right then, but she was soon seized by the goblins around them. The goblin king looked over at her then at Thorin. He looked back and forth as though seeing a connection before looking back at Thorin with a widening grin. "Perhaps you know of whom I speak. An old enemy of yours. A pale Orc astride a white warg."

Veirra froze as she recalled the nightmare she had suffered before they fell into this Goblin infested place, then remembered the story Balin told to the others the night she met the company in person. "Azog the Defiler was destroyed. He was slain in battle long ago!"

"So you think his defiling days are done do you? I bet he will pay much more for your pretty human too. She will learn why he is called the 'defiler'." The goblin king laughed, right then Thorin lunged for the goblin king and was grabbed by several goblins restraining him. The goblin turned to his messenger a shrivelled midget of a goblin with a scroll and quill. "Send word to the pale Orc tell him I have found his prize and much more."

Veirra felt cold right then as the messenger slide away on a line of rope. She snuck a peek at Thorin who still glared at the Goblin king. "The rest we will torture! And we will start with the youngest since the lady will be offered to the pale orc. Bring out the Mangler and bone-breaker!"

As some of the goblins went to fetch said torture devices, the goblin king grinned at Veirra. "While we wait and since you hate my singing..." Veirra groaned as the goblin king began singing all over again. She wished she could tune out the 'music' as she looked to the other dwarves some were looking back a bit stunned, namely Balin, Dwalin, Fili and Kili. None of them ever thought that Thorin and her were close, however it surprised her too. They would fight and argue like cats and dogs, then she looked to Thorin who watched her intensely. Was he still angry that she had stood up for Bilbo and argued with him? Whether he was or not it was not anger she saw in his eyes, she couldn't quit place what she saw there. Nor did she have time to, one of the goblin's screamed and threw the sword he was holding down as if burnt by it.

"I know that sword! It is the goblin cleaver!" The goblin king got up on his 'throne' afraid of that blade. "The blade that sliced a thousand necks!"

The goblins had released Thorin and one was whipping him. "Thorin!" Veirra cried out as she struggled against the goblins holding her.

"Slice them! Kill them all!" Veirra struggled more not caring that a goblin was coming towards her to run her through with a crude sword, they had just pinned Thorin down. "Cut off his head!"

"Thorin!" Veirra screamed as she saw one of the goblins raise a crude weapon over Thorin's head. Then something happened that no one expected, a blast of light threw her onto her side stunning her and those around her. Everyone had been knocked to the ground by whatever it was. Veirra blinked a few times as she looked up to see a shadowed figure move towards them. As he came into view her eyes widened, Gandalf!

"Take up arms. Fight!" Veirra rolled to her right towards the pile of weapons and slid Orcrist to Thorin. "Fight!"

Taking up her own short swords she unsheathed them as some Goblins rushed her and she slashed them. Soon the other dwarves rushed over grabbing up their weapons and items. "He wields the foe-hammer!"

Veirra was too busy to see the goblin king rush forward to attack or how he was knocked back into his throne and fell over the side, she only knew he was there one minute and gone the next. Good riddance, as the dwarves carved up goblin after goblin. Then she heard Gandalf, and turned to him. "Follow me! Quickly!"

A goblin stood between her and the others, so in one quick clean move she ran and jumped. Slashing out she knew she hit him as she landed by her companions. As she rose to her feet, the goblin behind her fell. Rushing behind the others she followed and kept Gandalf's grey pointed hat in view. As she cut down goblins as she moved. "Run!" He called out, wanting to simply escape the Goblin town.

It was not because Veirra was slow or anything, but she took responsibility of being last so to hopefully keep track of the rest of the company. So she was last in the group, and only caught glimpses of what the others did up ahead. At one glimpse she saw Dwalin and several others use a long wooden poll to knock groups of goblins off the path. She did not have much time to note too much else as she slashed out with Lum-Tirith at goblins trying to get onto the bridge. The enemies seemed unending and while she could not keep track of all the dwarves and fight they could easily look after themselves.

"Cut the ropes!" She heard Thorin yell, and looked at what he meant. A whole group of Goblins wanted to swing across to them, and cutting the connecting bridge would stop them. Kicking a goblin out of her way she slashed the rope closest as did several other dwarves and the bridge fell towards the goblins intending to swing from ropes at them. However there was no rest in that foul place as the group fought and ran. Again she was last as she found the group crossed a bridge and Dwalin holding it in place with his booted foot. "Come on!"

Veirra did not really think about it as she ran and jumped on the thicker parts of the ladder, but was across it and Dwalin immediately kicked the ladder knocking it below so no one could follow. At one point they ran onto what looked to be a moving draw bridge where Kili cut the rope holding it in place and it moved to the opposite side. "Jump!"

Veirra and several other jumped across as it swung back and goblins tried to jump on. When it swung back toward them the rest jumped. Gloin caught the edge and he almost fell over the side. Reaching out Veirra caught a hold of Gloin's beard. "Not the beard!" He yelled, pulling him forward and to safety.

"Quit complaining!" She yelled as she now followed at the back.

Unfortunately being the last in the group is not always best, for no sooner did the dwarves clear said way more would come. Bombur was now just ahead and running with four goblins all clinging to him. He jumped down hard taking out the bridge ahead and dropped to the one below. He must not of known that she was behind him for Veirra found herself cut off from the main group. Seeing a rope tied to the walk way she stood on she looked up and saw it attached to an above walk way. Rushing forward she slashed out behind her at the goblins giving chase then grabbed hold of the rope and cut it. _'This had better work!' _She thought as she rushed off the walkway into open air, the momentum propelling her across the cavern to a walk way opposite of the one the company was on.

Landing she immediately began slashing any Goblins in her way as she ran and took peeks at her companions opposite of her. Finally running just ahead she saw yet another rope tied to the railing of the walkway she ran on. Slashing behind her at a Goblin chasing her, she climbed onto the railing and sliced the rope. She could hear more goblins behind her and so jumped off and swinging across the cavern to the walkways that her companions were on.

As she swung over the walk way ahead of the company, Veirra let go and dropped down onto the walkway. For a second she thought the bridge would break beneath her feet, then released a breathe. "Veirra!" Gandalf called to gain her attention back to the moment. Goblins were rushing her and she pulled Lum-Tirith and began slashing at them. Immediately she began clearing the path as she moved.

Once she had cleared enough of the goblins she stopped and let Gandalf rush past to lead them. "After you." She said as if the feats she had just accomplished were nothing.

Reunited with the group they cut and carved their way along the path, and Veirra again took up the rear to try and keep the group accounted for. At one point she heard a blast up a head, Gandalf broke a bolder from above and had Dwalin and some others rolling it down in front of them to crush the other goblins in front of them. As they rounded the bend the bolder flew off the side, and again the group fought as they ran. It was not until they ran across another long bridge that something burst up sending wood flying. _'Not him again!' _Veirra thought as they were soon surrounded on the bridge, some of the dwarves got between her and the goblins putting her by Thorin. "You thought you could escape me?"

The goblin king swung on Gandalf and he backed up to avoid the boned staff swung at him. The dwarves caught the wizard before he could fall back, and as he righted his footing the Goblin king was stupid enough to ask. "What are you going to do now wizard?!"

Gandalf moved forward poking him in the eye with his staff then slashing him across the stomach causing the goblin king to cry out. _'Ask a stupid question, get a bladed answer.' _Veirra thought. The goblin king fell to his knees. "That will do it." Gandalf delivered one final slash killing the goblin king. _'At least no one will ever have to hear him sing again.' _

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Not much to mention as far as this chapter goes. Please feel free to review away, and if you have questions on this chapter I will reply in the Author's Notes next chapter.**

**Thank you.**
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	11. Why does this keep happening to us?

**Hello all,**

**Here is the next chapter.**

* * *

><p>When the goblin king fell on the bridge it was enough to weaken the very bridge the company stood on. Veirra tried to keep her balance as she almost fell over the side. For a moment she was certain she was going to fall off the bridge. Her feet were on the edge and her arms flailed out to try and restore her balance, then a firm arm caught her about the waist and she was yanked into the sturdy side of Thorin. For a split second they looked into each other's eyes and Veirra shivered at the feeling of being pressed to him. Just then the bridge gave out and they were falling. All around she heard the cries of those around her as they fell deeper and deeper hitting the other bridges and walk ways below them. Her heart took a leap into her throat as Thorin and she held onto each other for dear life.<p>

Then they finally reached the bottom and Veirra found herself flat on her back on what was left of the bridge. Thorin lay above her and still gripped her tightly to him as he lay there too. For a moment Thorin and Veirra's faces were mere inches apart, his intense blue eyes made her tremble and her cheeks redden. For Thorin's part he enjoyed being pressed against her. Veirra's sweet breathe fanned his face, and her lovely scent invaded his senses. Without fully thinking Thorin touched her cheek and started to lean in but stopped short when her breathe caught. _'Why does this keep happening to us?' _Veirra wondered. She quickly looked away nervous at how intimately close they were and saw Gandalf come to stand up beside the pile of wood. Just then Bofur peeked out, and said. "Well that could have been worse."

As though the Valar wanted to prove him wrong the dead body of the Goblin king landed on the wooded pile crushing some of the poor dwarfs more. Veirra felt a sharp pain slice through her ankle just under the wood under the goblin kings side. "You just had to jinx it didn't you! You just had to say it!" She yelled.

"You have got to be joking!" Dwalin groaned. Getting up Thorin turned back to her grabbing her waist to help pull her from the wood and dead king. Being pulled out she winced as she got to her feet, and looked down at her ankle. It hurt to stand on it, but she could tell it was not broken, if it was it would hurt a lot more then it did. A sprain or twisted ankle then. "Veirra, are you alright?" Thorin's rough voice asked gaining a few dwarves attention.

Before she could reply Kili yelled out. "Gandalf!"

Looking up they saw the hordes of Goblins coming for them. "There's too many we can not fight them!"

"Only one thing will save us daylight!" Gandalf said, as the dwarves got out of the wood and to their feet. Whether her ankle was up for it or not Veirra ignored it and ran forward with the others. Again she took up the rear and ignored every sharp pain her ankle gave. Not even when they ran from the cave did they stop, and the pain only grew. Once a safe distance Gandalf did a head count as they stopped, and Veirra leaned against a tree to take pressure off her ankle. "Where is Bilbo? Where is our hobbit? Veirra?"

The wizard looked to the one suppose to be safely guiding the company, opening her eyes she looked around. Throughout the intense situation of Goblin Town and escaping, Veirra had no time to do a head count or keep an eye on Bilbo. A fact she was now kicking herself for, all the others in their company could look after themselves; but Bilbo while armed had not exactly been trained as a warrior. "Bilbo? Bilbo where are you?"

"Where is our hobbit?!" Gandalf demanded.

"Do not tell me we left him back there!" Veirra replied looking around, "Bilbo!"

"Curse that halfling now he is lost!" Dwalin replied, Veirra pushed off from the tree.

"We can not just leave him back there! I'll go get him." No sooner did Veirra turn to go back, a hand caught her arm.

"Don't be foolish! There are too many goblins!" Dwalin said as he gripped her arm.

"I thought he was with Dori!" Another dwarf spoke up.

"Don't blame me!" Dori replied.

"Well where did you last see him?" Gandalf asked.

"I think I saw him slip away when they first collared us." Nori spoke up.

"Well what happened exactly? Tell me!" Gandalf demanded.

"Oh I will tell you what happened." Thorin spoke up, "Master Baggins saw his chance and he took it. He has thought of nothing but his warm bed and soft hearth since first he stepped out his door."

"That hobbit came to help you retake your home!" Veirra snapped.

"Regardless we will not be seeing our hobbit again. He is long gone." Thorin replied, Veirra was about to tell him it was his fault for making the hobbit feel like he had no place there.

"No he isn't." Turning quickly Veirra's eyes fell on Bilbo, and a smile played across her face.

"Bilbo Baggins I have never been so glad to see someone in all my life." Gandalf replied.

"Nor I. It is good to have you with us again Master Baggins." Veirra spoke next.

"We had given you up, how on earth did you get past the goblins?" Fili and Kili asked.

"How indeed." Dwalin added. Bilbo chuckled like it was his own little secret as his hands rested on his vest pockets.

"Well what does it matter? He is back." Gandalf replied.

"It matters I want to know. Why did you come back?" Thorin asked.

"Look I know you doubt me. I know you always have, and your right I often think of Bag end. I miss my books, and my arm chair, and my garden. You see that is home to me, that is where I belong. And that is why I came back because you don't have one, a home. It was taken from you, but I will help you take it back if I can." Bilbo replied, making Veirra smile more. For a moment they knew peace, and now understood. Bilbo Baggins may not be a fighter like them, but he was there to help them get the dwarves get their home back and that was what was required for this company. It was the only requirement needed. Looking back at Thorin she spoke up.

"You said loyalty, honour, and willing heart were all you could ask for, Thorin. I believe Master Baggins meets that requirement several times over." Thorin looked over at Veirra and was about to respond when it happened.

It was then a howl reminded them they were not safe. "Out of the frying pan." Thorin replied.

"And into the fire! Run!" Gandalf yelled, Veirra again ignored the shooting pain in her ankle as they ran. However they could only run so far before reaching a cliff, they were trapped. The howls grew louder as some of the wargs caught up to them. As she ran she heard one behind her and spun around with her short swords, as she spun she knelt just missing the warg as it slid past her on the right she held one of her swords out as it cut the warg right open. Still her movements made her injury worse and she winced. "Up into the trees all of you!"

Rising to her feet painfully she rushed over to the nearest tree where the other dwarves, Gandalf and Thorin climbed. Rushing to the lower branch she no sooner got hold of the lower branch and tried to use her feet then another sharp pain ran through her leg and she let go of the branch. Falling back to the ground she landed on her feet then fell to the ground. A cry of pain forced it's way out of her lips which got a number of the dwarves attention.

"Veirra! What's wrong?!" Thorin called down.

"Veirra get in this tree now!" Gandalf shouted. Still Veirra gripped her ankle as she looked in the direction of the wargs and saw that Bilbo had pulled his sword from a warg. "Bilbo climb!"

"Something is wrong!" Dwalin called out as he looked down on the ranger. All around her she heard different dwarves yelling for her to climb. Slowly she rose but it only made it hurt worse. She could hear a warg running towards her, and turned to face it. She knew she would have no time to escape it and closed her eyes expecting to be warg food, then someone dropped from the tree down in front of her. Opening her eyes she saw Thorin cut down the warg that had started to come after her. Once the warg was cut down Thorin turned back to Veirra. Whether she wanted to not Thorin grabbed her and lifted her like she weighed nothing. Then again despite being a little taller then the dwarves she was not as wide or heavy as dwarf women, so to a dwarf like Thorin she probably was rather easy to lift. With Thorin's help Veirra managed to grab onto a branch where Dwalin began pulling her up, then Thorin climbed back up himself. Once high enough Thorin grabbed her waist again and held her close. "What is wrong?"

"My ankle..." Veirra started to explain, then the wargs were trying to climb the trees, "Maybe we can talk about this later when the threat of being a warg's supper is no longer a problem!" No sooner had she spoken the pale orc came into view, Thorin's grip on her tightened and the name Azog slipped from his lips. While few bothered to learn the black speech of Mordor, Veirra strangely enough knew it.

"_Do you smell that? The scent of fear?" _Azog sniffed as he looked on the dwarves in the trees. _"I remember your father reeked of it...Thorin son of Thrain." _Veirra's eyes widened, judging by the look on Thorin's face he either understood the orc or was shocked to see the foul beast again. "It can not be."

The pale orc straightened then noticing the way the human woman looked at Thorin and grinned. He pointed his mace at Thorin. _"This one is mine, capture the woman; and kill the others!" _That was when more wargs attacked clawing the bases of the trees, ripping and tearing the lower branches. It was these actions that were uprooting the other trees that their companions were in, and shaking theirs. Like a domino one tree toppled into the other and then came towards theirs. Their companions were forced to jump into the tree to avoid falling with their current tree. Even she and Thorin had to leap into the last tree before their own toppled over the cliff. Until it was there own tree the wargs sought to topple with everyone in it. Hearing Gandalf blow on something she was surprised to find him setting a pine cone ablaze then throwing it down below at the wargs. Lighting more up, the others followed suit lighting pine cones and hurling them at the wargs. Veirra took one and threw it to where it hit one warg in the face lighting him ablaze. It began trying to roll over and stop the flames, but it rolled into more flames then rolled over the side of the cliff.

Soon the area was awash with fire and the wargs sent running back to avoid being burnt. The pale orc roared in frustration, and the dwarves cheered at having won this particular battle. That is until the roots of their tree started to give and the tree now bent over the cliff. Veirra gripped the nearby branch next to Thorin as they held on. "Mister Gandalf!"

Looking over Veirra nearly screamed when Dori and Ori fell, and Gandalf held out his staff to keep them from falling to their deaths. Unfortunately she couldn't help them, and one of the branches to her right broke holding Balin, she caught his hand. "Hang on Balin!"

Braced against the branches her ankle throbbed as she tried to pull him up. She didn't notice Thorin stand up for a moment nor that he left her side. But when Balin looked at something she looked back. Thorin had just stepped off the tree to face Azog alone. "No! Thorin don't!" Veirra called out, but he didn't seem to hear her.

As he charged towards Azog she was forced to watch him get knocked to the ground when the warg jumped over him. Azog turned back towards her, _"Watch him die, woman." _Thorin was just getting to his feet when Azog charged forward and he swung his mace hitting Thorin. "No!" Balin cried.

"Thorin!" Dwalin cried out trying to climb up and get to Thorin.

"_Please stop I'll do whatever you want!" _Veirra yelled in the black speech. Then the warg bit down on Thorin. "No!" So focused on Thorin, Veirra didn't see Bilbo get up. To try and get free of the wargs jaws, Thorin hit the warg with his sword. Immediately the warg threw him to land some feet away.

"_Bring me the dwarf's head." _Azog said to another orc, pulling Balin up she grabbed Dwalin to pull him up next. They had to get to him, now. Even as she did this she saw the orc dismount his warg and move towards Thorin preparing to take his head. Then out of nowhere Bilbo tackled the orc, and managed to drive his sword into the orc. Bilbo bought her a few minutes to pull Balin, Dwalin, and some others up. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Bilbo swinging his sword trying to keep them from Thorin. Which fortunately was just enough time for the other dwarves to act, however Dori and Ori still hung by a wizard's staff.

As much as she wanted to go to Thorin, she knew the others and Bilbo would keep him safe. Besides she was in no condition to fight, her movement was impaired by her injury. "Hold on Dori I am coming!" She called out as she swung onto a lower branch trying to reach them. Gripping the branch she stretched down to try and grab Dori's arm. But it was just out of reach, she saw him slipping even then. Then Dori could hold on no longer, the pair screamed as they fell. Veirra closed her eyes for a moment not wanting to see two of her companions fall. Then she heard an eagle's cry and looked, they had landed on an eagle and Veirra released a shaky breathe. Pulling herself back up she looked around as she saw the eagles in the sky. They were attacking the orcs, picking them up and dropping them over the cliff, one pushed a tree down on a group of wargs, another fanned the flames causing wargs to catch fire. However the most amazing part was seeing an eagle gently scoop up Thorin. For soon other eagles scooped up Bilbo and the dwarves and dropped them onto the backs of other eagles.

"Veirra! Jump now!" Gandalf commanded, never one to question the wizard she leapt from the tree just as an eagle flew underneath and caught her on it's back. Seconds later she heard the tree give and looked back to see Gandalf jump onto his own eagle. They were safely away from the orcs at least, and Veirra felt drained and sore. She tried to see Thorin as they flew as did his nephews and Bilbo but was too far away to get a clear look.

The sun slowly dawned as they flew and the long night was over. Veirra closed her eyes hoping Thorin would live, for she would never be able to forgive herself if she never got the chance to apologise for their earlier fight. It all seemed like a distant memory and she could not recall what they had fought over. She knew it involved Bilbo and Gandalf, but now that argument no longer mattered. As the eagles flew downwards she opened her silvery eyes to see Thorin being laid on the peak, then Gandalf landed and soon they were all being allowed off. Petting the eagle as she slid off she whispered in Elven. _"Thank you." _Then moved forward as Gandalf was checking over Thorin. Then the dwarf lord awoke after Gandalf used his power to revive him. "The halfling?" Thorin asked.

"It's alright Bilbo is here. He is quit safe." Gandalf replied standing, as Thorin sat up some of the other dwarves helped him to his feet. Veirra relaxed at seeing Thorin safe all thanks to Bilbo, she smiled over at Bilbo wanting to hug him.

"You! What were you doing? You nearly got yourself killed!" Bilbo looked to Veirra thoroughly confused, but she was also confused and looked back at Thorin.

"He saved-" Veirra started as Gandalf gestured for her to stop, and so she held her tongue as Thorin continued.

"Did I not say that you would be a burden? That you would not survive in the wilds? That you had no place amongst us?" As he spoke Veirra swallowed all the elven curses she wanted to scream at Thorin and started to turn away. "I have never been so wrong in all my life."

Those words stopped her and she turned to find Thorin hugging Bilbo. "I am sorry I doubted you."

"No I would have doubted me too. I'm not a hero, or a warrior. Not even a burglar." Bilbo replied.

"Not a hero huh? I don't believe you. You just saved Thorin's life you are definitely a hero and I am sure by the time we've finished this quest you will be the best burglar in Middle Earth." Veirra spoke up. It gained her a couple of laughs from the others, before the eagles flew off into the distance. Then Thorin looked passed Bilbo and Veirra followed his gave as she took a seat on a nearby rock to rest her ankle.

"Is that what I think it is?" Bilbo asked.

"Erebor. The lonely Mountain." Gandalf explained. "The last of the great dwarf kingdoms of Middle Earth." Seeing Thorin's expressed as he looked on his home again was rather relaxing to see. Then she heard a bird and looked up, a Thrush to be precise.

"A raven. The birds are returning to the mountain."

"That Oin, I believe is a Thrush. Veirra?" Gandalf corrected then turned to her to confirm it.

"Yes it is a thrush."

"But we'll take it as a sign, a good omen." Thorin replied.

"You are right I do believe the worst is behind us." Bilbo replied. _'And now our quest is jinxed.' _Veirra thought ruefully, but at least they were closer to the mountain.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>
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	12. Painful Revelations

**Hello all,**

**Since it is almost Christmas I figured here's a X-mas pressy, Chapter 12! Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>"This stuff stinks!" Gloin complained.<p>

"It is not meant to smell of daisies and roses, Gloin. It is a healing poultice." Veirra replied shaking her head.

"It still stinks like Bombur's feet!" Bofur said.

"Hey!" Bombur replied taking offence. They had just made it down to the woods from the peaks the Eagles had left them on and were resting after what they had been put through. Bilbo offered to help and so Veirra sent him, Fili, and Kili after some roots and herbs that were good for injuries. Some of said roots were already being boiled to be used. Thorin was told to go bathe and clean the wounds he had received from the warg. While Gandalf had revived him, and healed the broken bones that the warg had broken; the cuts and scrapes were not healed. She had Dwalin make sure of it while the others set about making camp.

Gandalf rested to the side thinking to himself about all that had happened as he smoked his pipe. Balin had told him Veirra had yelled something at Azog in the black speech and this concerned him. Thus he paid little attention to the bickering dwarves. "Gandalf please do something. They are giving me a headache and I can not walk away too well."

Finally it was Bilbo who gave a loud whistle that got everybody's attention, then cleared his throat. "Enough alright, we have all had a long night and an even longer day so stop complaining. Yes the herbs stink but they are needed. Veirra has a sprained ankle, and Thorin was chewed on by a warg. I think we can handle the smell."

The grumbling dwarves quieted down and Bilbo turned back to Veirra. "Thank you Bilbo."

"No problem, now what do I do with this?" Bilbo asked holding up a root he had dug up at Veirra's instruction.

"Ah this root you skin, now just to let you know it has a potent numbing agent in it. So be careful because as you skin it your fingers will temporarily lose feeling. And if you say 'accidentally' drop it into the stew tonight numbing the tongues of the dwarves, I will pledge my undying love for you master Baggins." Veirra smiled getting them both to laugh.

"Well you do that and I think Thorin will want to kill me." Bilbo replied.

"Why is that?" Veirra asked.

"It was the way he protected you, and how scared you got for him. You and he well..." Bilbo said turning the root over in his hands, rather then she see him flush a lovely red colour. Bilbo was reminded of what Ori had said before about Thorin liking Veirra, but being unable to express it. The youngest member of their company certainly called it. As they spoke they did not notice the wizard watching them and hearing them.

"I was just concerned, he nearly got killed by that warg." Veirra tried to downplay her concern for the dwarf lord. Everything had felt so rushed and intense, one moment they could not stand one another. However throw them into a deadly situation and the pair quickly changed their tunes. Ever since escaping the orcs, Veirra was shaken by how their attitudes towards one another had changed. It was no longer a matter of tolerating each other, no it was obvious when the Goblin king wanted to give her to Azog that something changed. Veirra bit her bottom lip as she replayed every intense look and touch from Thorin, the incident on the bridge replayed most of all. The memory of him being pressed against her, how possessive he had been not really wanting to release her, and most of all the intense look in his eyes. Oh she knew if not for the goblins and their companions so close by Thorin would not have released her. However what was she to do now? That was the question plaguing her thoughts. How was she to react to the dwarf lord when those intense looks he gave turned her stomach into a tight knot?

"What was it you said to Azog?" Gandalf asked interrupting her thoughts.

"What?" Veirra asked.

"Balin heard you speak in the black speech to Azog. What did you say to him?" Gandalf watched her carefully. Veirra had to stop and think, had anyone else asked she would have claimed most rangers learned some of the black speech. That excuse would not work on Gandalf, the truth was she had been able to speak and understand it since she was a little girl. However who taught or how she learned it was beyond her. Swallowing hard her cheeks reddened even more. "I told Azog I would do whatever he wanted if he didn't hurt Thorin."

The grey wizard visibly relaxed at what she said, while Bilbo looked between the two. Finally Gandalf sighed, "Never speak that foul language again, Veirra. Azog would never have granted your wish. Do you understand?"

"Yes Gandalf." Veirra replied softly. That was when Bofur came forward holding a small bowl. "The paste has congealed as you instructed now what?"

"Now go apply it to Thorin's injuries to prevent infection." Veirra instructed.

"Huh? You mean me?" Bofur asked. "Because a dwarf touching another..."

"You have got to be joking." Veirra replied while Gandalf took extra puffs from his pipe and pretended to look elsewhere. Looking about the camp, Bilbo suddenly decided to skin the root he had, and every other dwarf was suddenly busy. "Fili?"

Fili quickly turned away, "Hey Kili wait up!"

"Balin?" Veirra pleaded. Who yawned loudly.

"I think I need a nap, lass."

"Oin?"

"Sorry lass lost my trumpet." Oin said, hiding his ear piece behind him.

"Bofur please." Quickly Bofur set the poultice by her. "I uhhhh got to go cook supper."

"Bombur?"

"I'm helping Bofur..."Bombur replied. Veirra glared at the grey wizard that had originally dragged her into this quest. Whatever happened to merely shadowing the company of Thorin Oakenshield? When had she been drafted into the company? She had not even signed the stupid contract!

"You are a bunch of scared little girls." Veirra grumbled as she picked up the poultice, and slowly got to her feet careful to go easy on her ankle. Moving off she soon was met by Dwalin. "Hey Dwalin here is the poultice just apply it to Thorin's injuries and-"

"Woah! Woah, wait a minute! I will take a blade for Thorin, but applying that to him.." Dwalin replied refusing to take it.

"Oh come now, I am not even suppose to be in this company! Now you all want me to-" Veirra started, but Dwalin simply patted her shoulder.

"Good luck!" He called and quickly escaped back to camp.

"Hey! I was not finished!" She called after him. Sighing she turned back and headed down towards the stream Thorin was suppose to be bathing in. _'I can not believe this! Damn cowards, how did I get into this mess? Why am I-' _Veirra's thoughts cut short as she saw Thorin. He must have just come from the stream and had pulled on his trousers and boots. Still to see him without his tunic, armour, or fur coat left her speechless as she stared at him. It was just like before at the fountain. _'No, no, NO! Do not think of the fountain and Thorin completely naked!' _Veirra thought but it was too late her mind already recalled him completely bare in front of her. She tried to shake the image and looked at Thorin in the present moment. Again she saw he was well muscled from a hard life as a blacksmith, with broad shoulders and a flat stomach. For a few moments she just watched him unable to move or avert her eyes. _'Wow! He is... damn it! Avert your eyes woman before he catches you staring at him!' _He must have heard her for he turned and looked at her. _'Too late!'_

"You are not suppose to be walking on that ankle." He said, closing her eyes a moment she felt her cheeks flush pink. Then came forward remembering why she was there.

"Tell that to the rest of them, they are the ones too afraid to apply this poultice." Veirra replied coming to sit on a flat boulder. Setting down the poultice beside her, Thorin sat down next to her. She tried to keep focused on what she was suppose to be doing. "Move your hair please, and face away so I can tend to the injuries on your back."

Thorin for the first time listened and did not argue the point with her. "Now this stuff will sting, but that just means it is disinfecting. Wargs mouths are not the cleanest."

Sure enough she heard a distinct hiss as she dabbed her finger in the poultice then ran that finger over one of the many cuts he had. For a few minutes an awkward silence filled the air, until Thorin finally broke it. "What did you scream?"

The question made her jolt as she lost focus. "What?"

"I heard you scream. You were never scared before, not even in the face of that Goblin king." Thorin pointed out. Again she tried to refocus on what she was suppose to be doing as she tried to think.

"I was not scared, just worried like everyone else." Veirra lied.

"And yet your cry was loudest." Thorin again pointed out. Unable to form a response Veirra instead focused on tending to the injuries on Thorin's back. "How is your ankle?"

"It is fine, I will bind it later." Veirra replied.

"You should have already bound it." Thorin replied a little annoyed.

"A sprained ankle is nothing compared to being a chew bone to a warg, Thorin. My ankle can endure." Veirra replied, as she finished applying the poultice to his back, "Face me please."

Instead Thorin rose from his spot and turned to stand in front of her, then knelt down in front of her. Taking up her injured ankle he removed her boot and ran his hands over her injured ankle. "Thorin what are you doing?" She asked trying to keep her voice calm as her breath caught.

He was surprisingly gentle as he examined her ankle, even slightly swollen her ankle appeared small in Thorin's hands. "Nothing is broken at least. Which is surprising."

"Why is that surprising to you?" Veirra asked unsure if she should be offended, and Thorin looked up locking his gaze with hers.

"Because you have such small delicate ankles." Thorin said, his voice so soft as he caressed her ankle. Then he grinned at her. "And if you do not bind it soon you will have to be carried."

Veirra's eyes widened at what he was suggesting and an image of Thorin carrying her popped into her mind. They would be so close and touching-No! Veirra shook her head to dislodge the thought as Thorin chuckled and put her boot back on before returning to sit next to her. If she was not shaken before, then she was now and Thorin seemed to know it.

Taking a deep breath she was intending to keep her eyes lowered as she started applying the poultice to his broad chest. With luck he would not notice her trembling. Never before would she have gotten so close to a half naked man, dwarf or elf. She knew he watched her intently so he must have known the effect he had on her, and that she was nervous about being this close to him. She was half way done with the cuts on his chest when she bit her bottom lip, then said. "We may need to apply a second coat, these cuts are deep and you do not want infection to-"

Veirra had made the mistake of looking up at Thorin, that was when he grabbed the back of her head and pulled her to him. In the next second he pressed his lips to hers hard making her gasp softly. She was shocked to find the dwarf lord kissing her, it was not a harsh or a painful kiss like she expected. Instead his lips were firm and the kiss was full of need. She felt a shiver run through her. His other large hand caught her hip and pulled her to him so that soon she was pressed against him. Like in the dream she knew she should be scared, but in this moment she couldn't move. The kiss only grew more intense and passionate with each passing moment. Veirra felt helpless to stop him as his lips crushed against her and grew demanding. Soon her lips submitted and parted to him. His kiss grew in intensity as his tongue delved inside her mouth tasting her and making her moan softly.

That was when it happened, long buried memories resurfaced again. Memories she buried, tried to ignore, and had told many including Elrond that she was 'fine' over. The same memories Elrond said she needed time to heal psychologically. Immediately she froze against Thorin and for a moment she relived her worst memories all over again. Remembering that she was being kissed she panicked as she pushed away from Thorin. _'Just a memory, it's okay. I am fine now. I will be fine I always am.' _Veirra told herself as she caught her ragged breathing. All the while Thorin was confused gently he reached up and touched her cheek. Finally she asked in a shocked trembling voice. "Why did you do that?"

"You did not want me to kiss you?" Thorin asked as she noticed the hurt look in his eyes.

"No no...I mean yes. Maybe. Ummm I mean I-you are going to be a king soon, and I'm a ranger." Veirra said trying to work through her jumbled thoughts. Thorin raised a brow as if this mattered to him little and she had to think. "So won't you have to choose a female dwarf as your queen?"

"And what if I do not want a dwarf maiden?" Thorin challenged, her breathe caught in her throat.

"Thorin," Veirra started as she closed her eyes. She had to come clean now she knew it, but it hurt too. Swallowing hard she opened her eyes and looked into his eyes, needless to say Thorin was surprised to see her so vulnerable with tears wanting to escape. "You will want an untainted queen."

"Untainted?" Thorin was afraid to ask, but could not help it. For a moment Veirra looked down biting her bottom lip, she felt shame and found meeting Thorin's gaze to be too much.

"You know of my friend back in Rivendell, Atrice." Veirra pointed out, "She and I were with eight other rangers. We patrolled the wilds west of Gondor, that was three years ago. We heard of a group of raiders attacking traveller's and small towns and so we began tracking them. None of us expected what came next, we were ambushed. Several of my companions were slaughtered, they kept the women alive. Atrice, another, and myself for entertainment." Veirra almost choked on the last word and had to swallow a few times before continuing.

"We were kept for three whole days and often we suffered. On the third night, our third companion died and I preyed that we would soon follow. All I wanted was for our suffering to stop, for them to stop. Next I can barely explain how or why it happened, I thought I was going insane by then. I heard a voice inside my head ask: 'Do you want them to stop?' Unthinkingly I said yes and then everything went black, and when next I woke, it was three days later, the bandits were tied to the trees and had been tortured to death, and Atrice's mind had snapped. I was told Gandalf found us shortly after and took us to Rivendell where we were tended to, but some wounds never heal. What was done to me is irreversible."

Veirra peeked up at Thorin, he stared straight ahead in shock of what had happened to her. As soon as he would snap out of it she knew she would be unwanted there. An image of a young human man with dark hair came to mind, as he walked away unable to accept what happened to her. It would be the same as before. As it would dawn on Thorin, Veirra knew how he would be disgusted with her and it would break her heart more. "I am sorry." She whispered.

Quickly she pulled from his grip and got up, she ignored the painful throb as she stood too fast. None of it mattered as she felt numb and quickly left, she did not realise she moved in the wrong direction. However in this case she wanted to be alone anyway, soon she came to the edge of the stream and stood alone. Elrond had been right she bottled the psychological pain and memories away, eventually the ragged sobs reached her ears and she covered her mouth.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**First off Merry Christmas and Happy 2015!**

**As one might guess this is set between the 1st Hobbit film and the second, a reprieve. In this chapter I figured it would be a good chance for Veirra to open up some. Also I know many are going to notice this and say: 'Wait a minute, that is a plot hole.' In the very first chapter Gandalf supposedly 'met' Veirra in Rivendell. Allow me to clarify, Gandalf found her and Atrice in the woods and got them to Rivendell, but official introductions were not given until Rivendell because Veirra was unconscious, so there you go. Technically Gandalf first saw her in the woods, but 'met' her in Rivendell. Besides I did not want to go into detail of how Gandalf knew Veirra in the first chapters, so it was kept vague for a reason. So not a plot hole it was done on purpose.**

**The information about Veirra is also meant to clear some things up, like her desire to be on her own. Again referring to the first couple of chapters, Veirra was highly reluctant to be anywhere near Thorin or any of his companions and even after first meeting them tried to keep a fair distance. All throughout the first couple of chapters there were hints that indicated that she was nervous and wary of her companions. Now that being said some might argue that her history alone would make her more wary. I had considered this when first making the OC and would ask readers to bear in mind Veirra will never let on that she is afraid of Thorin or his companions. She is the type to put up a strong front and say she is fine regardless. **

**Lastly I wanted to mention I have seen the Battle of Five Armies in Theatres, and would like your opinion, but I do not want to potentially spoil it for those that have not watched the movie yet. So for those that have NOT seen The Hobbit Battle of Five Armies or read the Hobbit book, DO not read!**

**POTENTIAL SPOILER ALERT!**

**Okay for all those that have read the book or seen the latest movie we all know how it turns out. Lots of crying and screaming 'NOOOO! They killed all the hot looking dwarves!' That being said I have ideas for a good ending that diverges from the movie and a type of keeping true to the book/movie sad ending. My question is this which ending would you all like? Or do you think I should write out both endings? Plus both endings have the potential for a second story, so any thoughts and suggestions are also welcome too.**

**Thanks,**

**Lesliezin**


	13. Nothing has Changed

**Hello all,**

**Well to start the new year off right here is chapter 13, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Veirra had suffered along with Atrice. The fact hit Thorin like an avalanche of stones, he wanted to kill the monsters that hurt her. Thorin hated her at first, she was an extra problem, a distraction for his company. She spoke her opinion whether it was for or against him. Yet she was strong, fierce, and independent. She protected the company, saved all their lives, and was willing to risk herself in the process. In the goblin cave he realised how much she meant to him, the threat of Azog getting her made him want to cut the goblin king to pieces. He had finally come to terms with it, that there was no 'Elven magic' and that it was all in his head. He had had a long time to think about it during the climb down that day, and his bath. Of course it was only now that he realised how much he wanted her, after all he was a stubborn dwarf. Stubborn still because despite what she had just told him, he still wanted her. <em>'Does it really matter? Does what she told me change anything?' <em>He wondered, the answer was simple. No it changed nothing. Blinking he looked up to find Veirra gone. Looking around he saw no sign of her and got to his feet. Taking up his clothes he dressed and headed back to the camp. However Veirra was not there. "Where is Veirra? I need to speak to her."

"Was she not with you applying the poultice?" Bilbo asked.

"Yes but..." Thorin tried to think of what to say, and Gandalf rose to his feet. The troubled expression on Thorin's face must have said it all to the grey wizard.

"What happened?"

"I-" Thorin stopped to think.

"What happened?!" Gandalf demanded.

"She told me what happened!" Thorin snapped, "That was why Elrond said she had not healed isn't it? She and Atrice suffered at men's hands didn't she?!" The company stood there shocked still, and slowly everyone looked at Gandalf. It took the grey wizard a moment but then he sighed before answering.

"Yes Veirra was with Atrice and suffered the same as her, but it was not just men that harmed them. While mostly men there were some renegade Elves and Dwarves amongst them. Luckily Veirra kept her sanity while Atrice's mind shattered. After the incident when I found them unconscious I brought them to Rivendell to recover. Veirra only stayed long enough for her physical injuries to heal, then left. Since then she has been wandering the wilds alone only stopping to visit Atrice." Gandalf explained, he watched each dwarf and the hobbit as it registered. Mostly disbelief coloured their faces, followed by sadness she was part of their company. Sighing Gandalf turned away they needed time to accept what they had just learned and Veirra would not have revealed such a secret lightly. She should not be alone, and so he moved into the woods.

As he moved some distance from the camp, he called out her name. Eventually he spotted a figure at the stream through the brush. As the grey wizard neared it was definitely their ranger. "Veirra?"

Veirra turned to face the wizard, and Gandalf sighed at seeing her tear stained face. Her weakened voice broke. "Gandalf?" Coming forward the wizard hugged her as she broke down again.

"It is alright, for three years you bottled it up and told everyone you were fine. It is time to let it go." Gandalf said softly holding the ranger. For a time Veirra just let out what had been buried deep and hidden away. By the end of it she felt exhausted and her ankle throbbed. Finally Gandalf pulled away as she wiped her eyes on her sleeve. "Come now my dear let's get you back to camp and off that ankle."

Veirra shook her head, she was not ready to face Thorin and since Gandalf was there she was certain everyone else knew now too. "I can not go back, please Gandalf. Please let me go back to shadowing the company again from afar."

"I would, but I doubt Thorin or Bilbo will let you." Gandalf replied.

"Then just go back and tell them I am fine and want to be alone for a while. I will be back by morning." Veirra tried.

"Alright, but I will be back with the second poultice for your ankle and you had best stay off it as much as possible." Gandalf agreed, then turned away to leave her alone. Heading back to camp, Gandalf wordlessly picked up Veirra's swords, bedroll, a bowl of stew, and the other poultice for Veirra's ankle.

"And where are you taking those?" Thorin asked.

"To Veirra, she wants to be left alone for tonight. Away from those that would ask too many questions or judge her. She said she will be back by dawn." Gandalf replied.

"She is safest here. Azog has seen her!" Thorin argued.

"You think I don't know that?! I do, but she is as stubborn as you! If I argue with her or try to push her into something she does not want she will refuse and she might leave for good!" Gandalf snapped, "I promised her she would only have to shadow our company, protect from afar and no one would know she was there! It was the only way to get her to come along! What would you have me do?!" For a lengthy moment the group fell silent trying to think of what to say or do.

"Let me talk to her." Bilbo spoke up, "I will take her things to her and try to get her to come back to camp. So long as everyone promises not to ask her questions or judge her." The Hobbit looked around at the other dwarves each agreeing that no one would speak of it, judge, or ask any questions of her. Handing off everything to Bilbo, Gandalf looked worried.

"She is by the stream, but if she refuses do not push the issue." Nodding Bilbo carried the items to Veirra down by the stream. Soon he found Veirra just where Gandalf said she would be. She sat on a nearby boulder at the stream watching the moonlight shimmer off the water.

"Gandalf?" Veirra turned to see Bilbo.

"No, just me. Gandalf is making sure the dwarves behave." Bilbo joked as he set down her belongings. "I uhh brought you some stew. I 'accidentally' dropped the numbing root in after I got you a bowl." Bilbo added trying to cheer her up. It got her to give a short soft laugh, but that was all as she looked out over the stream.

"Thank you Bilbo, but I am not hungry." Veirra replied after a moment.

"It is okay, it is there for when you get hungry." Taking a seat Bilbo went quiet for a moment, then spoke up. "Do you want to talk about it?"

"What happened Bilbo?" Veirra sighed.

"I'm sorry." Bilbo replied confused.

"Gandalf asked me to simply shadow the company. He said I would watch from afar, and not have to fear getting too close. He promised no one would know I was even there, and I would have no contact with any of them. That was the agreement, and yet something went wrong." Veirra answered.

"Or maybe something went right. Maybe Gandalf agreed to that because otherwise you would not have come. Perhaps you were meant to join us not shadow us. Without you there I might have left sooner for home before. Without you some of us would not be here now." Bilbo pointed out, then decided to press. "It is why I am here now, you stood up for me at every turn. Whatever happened before it does not make me think less of you. Nor should anyone really think less of you, and if they do then they are fools. And as you did for me I will stick up for you, so please come back to camp. I got the dwarves to promise no questions asked, no judging."

Again they grew silent, and for a moment Bilbo thought she might refuse then she sighed. "Go ahead and take my bedroll back to camp. I will return shortly."

Bilbo soon relaxed and nodded picking up her bedroll he returned to camp to find a number of eyes on him. Gandalf was the first to speak up as he eyed the bedroll. "Well? How did it go?"

Setting the bedroll down, Bilbo straightened up. "She is coming back to camp shortly."

The camp visibly relaxed at the news, that their ranger was not going to return to shadowing the company. However relief quickly left as they froze at hearing a howl on the wind. "Wargs." Thorin groaned, they had caught up quickly. "Get ready to move."

Immediately the dwarves packed up their stuff, as did Bilbo and Gandalf. "Bilbo can you scout and see where they are?" Gandalf asked.

"Of course." Bilbo replied and headed off to scout. Meanwhile Veirra applied some of the poultice and bound her ankle carefully. She had just finished when she heard the howl and got to her feet, already her ankle felt a lot better, but not fully recovered. She looked back towards where the company were camping, and put her weapons on before moving back. She just arrived when Bilbo rushed back to the group.

"How close is the pack?"

"Too close, a couple of leagues no more. But that is not the worst of it." Bilbo replied

"Have the wargs picked up our scent?" Dwalin asked.

"Not yet but they will. We have another problem."

"Did they see you?" Gandalf asked.

"No."

"There what did I tell you quiet as a mouse." Gandalf replied as the other dwarves agreed. However the expression on Bilbo's face said that was not it at all. "Excellent Burglar material."

"Will you listen." Bilbo said trying to get the others attention. Veirra cleared her throat which got the dwarves attention directed at her. However she ignored the dwarves and looked directly at Bilbo.

"Go ahead Bilbo." Veirra spoke up.

"Thank you, I am trying to tell you there is something else out there." Bilbo pointed back the way he had come.

"What form did it take? Like a bear?" Gandalf asked.

"Yes but bigger, much bigger." Bilbo answered surprised.

"You know about this beast?" Bofur asked as Gandalf turned away to think.

"The men of the wild used to tell stories of them. Those that held power to change form...a man with a beast within." Veirra answered, "Unpredictable and wild as they come. Often the tales claimed that they would attack friend as much as foe."

"I say we double back." Bofur spoke up not liking what he just heard.

"We'll be run down by a pack of orcs." Thorin replied.

"He is right the minute they catch our scent they will be upon us." Veirra added.

"There is a house. It is not far from here where we might take refuge. Veirra tell me truthfully are you able to run?" Gandalf asked, soon she noticed the eyes of the company on her.

"Please Gandalf I am not so fragile that a sprained ankle will kill me. I can run just fine." Veirra replied annoyed that she was being singled out as the weak link in the group.

"Who's house? Are they friend or foe?" Thorin asked

"Neither, he will help us. Or he will kill us." Gandalf replied.

"What choice do we have?" One of the other dwarves spoke up, then they heard a roar, but not that of a warg. In fact Veirra could not place where she had ever heard such a sound before.

"None." Gandalf replied simply. Soon the group were moving quickly to get away from both beast and wargs. Veirra ignored the dull ache as it hurt slowly more and more. The numbing agent of the poultice she applied already wearing off from her moving around. She was limping a bit as she ran but still keeping up with the dwarves. She ignored some of the concerned looks directed at her, and especially avoided looking at Thorin. It was while running through the woods that they heard the unusual roar this time a lot closer, the group stopped for a moment as they heard it. "This way hurry!"

The group immediately resumed running except for Bombur, so Veirra grabbed his tunic and pulled him along. It got him running again at least as they moved. "To the house run!"

After that Veirra never seen Bombur move so fast as he raced past the other dwarves as though they stood stock still. Still she trailed behind as the pain got worse with each step, she kept running regardless as she heard roars behind her. Then an arm wrapped about her waist to help her move faster, she already knew who's arm it was but dared not look at Thorin. Soon they ran past a wall into what could only be described as a garden. The dwarves were panicked and pushing against the door as they neared. Thorin pushed the lever up and the doors flew open the dwarves ran in. Thorin practically pulled Veirra inside and the group quickly began closing the doors when a large bear pushed against them. Like Bilbo, Veirra pulled one of her swords just in case. However the dwarves combined their efforts to close and bar the door and succeeded. "What is that?" Ori asked.

"That is our host." Gandalf replied. "His name is Beorn and he is a skin-changer."

Veirra relaxed against the wall to take pressure off her ankle, it throbbed painfully again. "Sometimes he is a huge bear other times a great strong man. The bear is unpredictable, but the man can be reasoned with. Veirra was right about the tales the men of the wilds speak. However he is not over fond of Dwarves."

"I thought they were all but extinct, just stories now." Veirra replied.

"No just extremely rare." Gandalf replied, "How is your ankle?"

"It is fine." Veirra replied flatly.

"Of course stubborn as ever." Gandalf replied moving further into the house, or was it a barn? There was livestock here.

"He is leaving." Ori replied peeking out a slit in the door.

"Come away from there." Dori grabbed Ori and pulled him away. "It ain't natural, none of it. It is obvious he is under some dark spell."

"Don't be a fool," Gandalf replied, "He is under no enchantment but his own. Now get some sleep all of you. You will be safe here tonight." Then he muttered thinking no one heard. "I hope."

Veirra found a soft block of hay to sit on and rummaged through her pack. "You alright lass?" Balin came up.

"I am fine Master Balin. Just going to apply some more of this to my ankle." Veirra replied pulling out some of the poultice from before that she had transferred to a corked wide vial.

"Tell me lass, do you always say you are fine to calm others as much as lie to yourself?" Balin asked seeing through the lie. Veirra ignored his question as she felt Thorin watching her.

"It has been a long journey Master Balin. Best you get some rest." Veirra replied in a flat tone. The underlining statement crystal clear. 'I am not answering that, leave me alone.' Balin nodded and turned away to go rest. While she removed the bandage and applied more of the poultice to her ankle, then re-wrapped it. She purposely pretended not to notice Thorin's gaze as she packed stuff away and laid down pulling her cloak over her. Still she felt his eyes linger on her as she curled up. _'Please just go to sleep, please! Just stop looking at me and close your eyes. I know I must disgust you so please just pretend I am not here!' _She thought hoping Thorin would get the mental message as she bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut. To the race of men Veirra was 'Un-marriageable' no man would want her after her 'disgrace', and since cultures did not vary by much she imagined the elves and dwarves would hold similar views on the issue.

However the dwarf lord still watched her, but not with any disgust towards her. His eye roved over her form and he could tell by how stiff she looked that she was still awake. He had considered moving towards her numerous times and pulling her close to him, but it was best to keep his distance. Gandalf had warned him not to push her, for she could leave when he least expected it; and the last thing Thorin Oakenshield wanted was for her to leave now that he realised what she meant to him. Finally he gave a soft sigh and rubbed his eyes, when he looked to the others he noticed some of them still awake as well. Some feared that the skin-changer would come, others watched waiting for what would happen between their leader and the ranger.

Finally he laid back and closed his eyes to sleep, they all needed sleep. As he laid back and closed his eyes, Veirra lifted her head and looked back at Thorin. _'Good, maybe this was the end of it. Maybe he will leave me be. After this I can return to shadowing the company from afar.' _Veirra thought hopefully, but as she went to rest her head she saw several dwarves, a hobbit, and a wizard peeking at her. Her cheeks turned pink and she quickly laid down closing her eyes. _'Think again, they will not simply let you go back to shadowing the company!' _A little voice scolded her, as she tried to sleep. Then eventually she did slip into a troubled sleep.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well here is where 'technically' the Desolation of Smaug beings, and WHAMMY! Some more details on Veirra Stormshadow has been brought to light. In this chapter there is obviously a deeper friendship struck between the OC and Bilbo. We already know that Veirra has known Gandalf a long time and trusts him, so instead the chapter shifts to Bilbo who Veirra has always stood up for. Now before anyone says: 'Oh no all the male characters are going to fall in love with the OC!' That is not the case in this story, and it is definitely not the case with Veirra and Bilbo. No for those two they have been friends through the first twelve chapters, and this chapter is to show how deep that friendship goes. Just as Veirra will always stick up for Bilbo, in this chapter Bilbo is basically saying the same; that no matter what is learned about her it will change nothing for him. She will always be the same strong and fierce ranger she has always been, and that strong friendship will be very important later on.**

**Also I am glad to hear from you all on how you want the ending to go, and am working on writing both out. **

**Lastly another question because I love hearing from you guys. It is in regards to this chapter, so no one needs to fear spoilers or anything. The question is about Thorin's reaction to what he just found out about Veirra. This chapter was difficult for a number of reasons because it was something Veirra never wanted to acknowledge and now it is known. Thus her breakdown with Gandalf which is an out of character moment for her. So there is a fear that I may have messed up how Thorin would react. Do you think he would have reacted differently towards Veirra in regards to her past? Do you think he would be upset with her? Would finding this out drive a wedge between them? Or have I hit the nail on the head?**

**Also how do you think other members of the group would react on the news? Please feel free to give thoughts and ideas, and I hope you enjoyed the latest chapter.**

**Lesliezin**


	14. A Calming Effect, Really?

**Hello everyone,**

**Well new month new chapter and so here is chapter 14. I hope you enjoy.**

* * *

><p>It was not until the next morning that Veirra awoke to a buzzing noise, rolling onto her back she looked around to find she was by herself. She heard voices not far away talking. As usual it sounded like an argument amongst the dwarves and Gandalf. An argument she would have preferred to had stayed out of, but as the voices grew in volume she gave an agitated sigh. Sitting up she quickly undid her bandage, applied some more poultice and re-bandaged her ankle. "Good morning." Bilbo said as he was slipping on his jacket.<p>

"Morning Master Baggins." Veirra replied putting the poultice away and getting to her feet. At least Bilbo was a comfort to have in the group of short tempered dwarves, and as always he brought a smile to her face.

"Do you know what is going on?" Bilbo asked gesturing towards the sound of arguing.

"It sounds like an argument, and so early in the morning too." Veirra sighed wishing she had simply continued to sleep. "Best we find out what is the matter."

Bilbo sighed, but nodded and headed towards the room with Veirra behind him."There is no point arguing. We can not get through the wilderland without Beorn's help! We will be hunted down before we can get to the forest. Ah Bilbo, Veirra there you are. Now this will require some delicate handling. The last person to have startled him was torn to shreds. I will go first, and uh Bilbo you will come with me."

"Uhh is this a good idea?" Bilbo asked as he came forward.

"Yes now the rest of you just wait here, and do not come out until I give the signal."

"Right wait for the signal." Bofur replied by the window.

"And no sudden noises and do not overcrowd him. Only come out in pairs, Veirra you come out last. You will have a calming effect on him." Gandalf said as he looked at the ranger, which caused her to raise a brow.

"I will have a calming effect. How will I be a calming effect?" Veirra asked looking at Gandalf sceptically.

"Well you being a young beautiful lady and a ranger. He will be less likely to want to rip all of us apart." Gandalf replied.

"Comforting." Veirra grumbled sarcastically.

"You know he speaks the truth, Veirra." Kili replied with the usual charmer's smile, which surprised Veirra some. The demeanour of her companions had not changed by much after what she had told Thorin. Most of them were content to treat her exactly the same as before including Fili and Kili. She had expected them to react differently and treat her with fear and mistrust. After all was that not what her kind had done? All Veirra could do was give Kili a tight smile in that moment however then she looked back at Gandalf and Bilbo. The grey wizard was about to turn away when he stopped short and turned back to them.

"Oh-uh Bombur you count as two so you should come out alone." Veirra suppressed the laugh that threatened to escape as Bombur took a bite of something he was eating. "Remember wait for the signal." Then both wizard and hobbit went outside to greet their host.

"What signal would that be?" Bofur asked from the window he sat perched at.

"Just wait for him to gesture for us to come out." Veirra replied calmly as she leaned against the door frame unaware that Bofur would take her comment literally. She continued to hear chopping for a few minutes more as the other dwarves milled about waiting for when they would be sent out.

"Do you fear to look at me now?" The deep baritone voice made Veirra stiffen, she had hoped Thorin would pretend she did not exist. The other dwarves were either preoccupied or choose to ignore the conversation by the doorway. The chopping had stopped as she licked her lips.

"No, of course not."

"Then why do you avoid facing me? Why did you not give me a chance to speak?"

"Thorin this is not the time or place to be talking about this." Veirra said hoping to get him to drop the subject.

"There! Go go!" Bofur said, and soon Dwalin and Balin headed outside. _'That was rather quick, Gandalf.' _Veirra thought relieved that she would hopefully escape her current conversation.

"And when would be the right time or place?" Thorin demanded, "I would have loved to had continued the conversation by the river last night had you not run off." She watched as two more left when Bofur mentioned the signal was given yet again, and watched Oin and Gloin leave.

"And what would have been said in the conversation, Thorin? What would I not have heard before? Would it be a different conversation? Would you have been kinder? Spoken softly? Or would you act the way you always act? Judgemental and cold?"

"Go!" Bofur said.

"Bofur I do not think he is signalling yet-" Veirra started but it was too late Dori and Ori were out the door, and she groaned.

"Is that what you think I would do? Judge you?"

"I seem to recall the first words out of your mouth when we first met was something along the lines of: the wilds was no place for a girl. You had judged me the moment you met me, just as you had judged Bilbo before he saved you. How else am I to think?" Veirra looked down at the dwarf lord at long last and saw him struggling.

"Go go!" Bofur said and Fili and Kili went out making her wish that the room was not half empty.

"I also was wrong if you recall. Both of you proved me wrong. I would not dare make the same mistake twice. Do you honestly think I would judge you? That there is anything there to judge you on?"

"Everyone else has." Veirra replied calmly not wanting to think about the people she had once known and called friends that she had cut all ties with mainly to save herself further pain. That was when the rest rushed out and Veirra moved forward towards the door leading outside. She had forgotten to go last and instead heard their host's agitated tone.

"Is that it? Are there any more?" Both she and Thorin stepped out to meet him, though he did not look pleased at all.

"Lastly this is Thorin Oakenshield and Veirra Stormshadow." Gandalf gestured.

Veirra leaned against the doorway as she saw Beorn, he towered over even Gandalf. Luckily Gandalf had a silver tongue and managed to calm down the skin changer enough not to want to kill them. The grey wizard had been right, her presence had a calming effect which kept their host from wanting to tear them to shreds. It was enough as Beorn put on an old worn tunic and led his 'guests' inside.

* * *

><p>Some time later the group was seated at the table though Veirra choose to lean against the door frame and stay off her bad ankle. Beorn was telling of how the defiler took his people, it filled in the blanks that the wondering folk could not explain. All her people knew was that the skin-changers once lived in the mountains and then they slowly vanished with no explanation. Some believed they moved to a more hidden or remote area to avoid the other races, or believed they just died out. Beorn's tale painted a much darker picture, the Orcs.<p>

Then he turned towards her and she straightened, Beorn finally noticed the height difference amongst other things. "I have not seen the wondering folk for so long, but their scent is familiar earth and wood smoke. Your kind were an annoyance, but never bothered us." Beorn inhaled, then looked directly at Thorin. "Your female is injured."

"I-" Veirra was about to say she was fine when Gandalf interrupted.

"Yes she sprained her ankle." The look Gandalf gave her told her to shut up, so she held her tongue.

"Go out the back, there is a small hot spring behind the house. Bathe your ankle, the waters will mend the injury." Beorn spoke, hesitantly she nodded and turned away. She rounded the corner knowing they wanted her to not hear, but hear she would for she stopped and continued to listen in even out of view. Beorn turned to Gandalf.

"Why have you brought that woman here?" Beorn demanded.

"She is a ranger of the north and very helpful to our quest." Gandalf explained.

"She is injured."

"Yes we know. She was injured-" Thorin started to explain.

"Not _that_," Beorn said to him then turned back to Gandalf, "She smells wrong, off; unnatural. Like an old wound that has not healed properly." Veirra swallowed hard at the comments. "There is a darkness there." She felt angry that they were talking about her, but Beorn was right. She had known for a long time that there was something wrong with her. Still to have it pointed out stung painfully, having had enough she went to find the hot spring and would pretend she had not heard a word. Even as the conversation continued on. Gandalf looked at the door Veirra had left through, he knew she had listened in on the conversation; and also knew when she left.

Meanwhile Thorin did not like how Veirra was being assessed by their host, and soon rose to his feet. "There is nothing wrong with her."

"My apologies, you are very protective of your woman." Beorn replied as he moved around the table refilling drinks.

"Why do you keep calling her mine?" Thorin asked, stopping Beorn.

"Your scent was on her. I would be careful the defiler will smell you on her too." Beorn replied.

"How do you know Azog will..." Bilbo looked for the right word.

"Notice?" Beorn supplied, so Bilbo nodded, "He noticed with my mate too. Azog knows Thorin's scent, and if she carries Thorin's scent. He will know she is important to him." Bilbo looked over at Thorin who was now deep in thought. Then Beorn changed the subject. "You need to reach the mountain before the last days of Autumn?"

"Before Durin's day, yes." Gandalf answered.

"You are running out of time." Beorn pointed out.

"Which is why we must go through Mirkwood."

"A darkness lies over that forest. Foul things creep beneath those trees. The female will be in the greatest of danger. She will be susceptible to the sickness in those woods. I would not venture there except in great need."

"We will take the Elven road." Gandalf replied, "Their path is still safe."

"Safe? The wood elves of Mirkwood are not like their kin. They are less wise and more dangerous. But it matters not."

Thorin finally came out of his thoughts and took in what Beorn was saying. "What do you mean?"

"These lands are crawling with Orcs. Their numbers are growing, and you are on foot. You will never reach the forest alive." Beorn rose from his seat and picked up a mouse from the table. "I don't like Dwarves. They are greedy, and blind. Blind to the lives they deem lesser then their own." Beorn came to stand before Thorin, "But Orcs I hate more. What do you need?"

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well here is the latest chapter and again it is pointed out by Beorn now that there is something wrong with Veirra.**

**Also I feel I need to mention on the last chapter a reviewer (PurpleOrangeTrees) brought up some good questions. Questions concerning people judging Veirra over the incident she and Atrice were involved in. I answered in a PM, but in case anyone else has similar questions I will post my PM reply to explain. **

**Private Message: To answer your questions, it is mostly how Veirra perceives people as viewing her and so she does miss-interpret how some people would react to her. Not all would 'judge' her of course but from her perspective that is a big factor. However those that have reacted 'poorly' know that there is something wrong. As you said you got the impression that it was she that tortured and murdered her and Atrice's attackers. While she can't even remember what happened fully there is this constant sense that yes she did get loose and torture those that harmed them. It couples with survivor's guilt because she awoke to find her friend lost her sanity and so she thinks that yes she did torture and kill them and also drove her best friend mad. And for those that know of the incident it begs the question: What happened? **

** The fact that she does not remember and it is a complete mystery makes it more frightening too. Some like other rangers may have backed up and tried to be cautious with her leading her to believe they were afraid/judging her. The other thing that would bother her is with someone attacked like that. Those close to her would feel pity and try to treat her like 'a fragile doll', and being who she is; she would hate that. So for those around her she knew before it would feel like they either fear or pity her and it would drive her away. **

** That said the greatest thing that would drive her to think people were judging her would be the actions of another person extremely close to her. I mentioned he walked away at the end of chapter 12, and in future chapters you will hear more about him. Because he 'abandoned' her because of the incident she cut all ties and auto-assumes that the minute anyone learns of the incident they will judge her. **

** Of course as far as the company is concerned they are not going to condemn her for defending herself. Mainly it is just her assuming the worst and trying to avoid them judging her. Or in Thorin's case, it is a fear of him rejecting her.**

**I hope that explains more for anyone having similar questions in regards to the incident. Anyway I hope you all enjoyed this chapter and please feel free to review away.**

**Lesliezin**


	15. Guiding the Company, Again!

**Hello all,**

**Well new month new chapter, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Veirra took her time bathing her ankle in the hot spring and it was amazing she felt the water gently caress her submerged foot as she sat on the rock by the hot spring. Then it felt like the heat and more were soaking into her ankle, it was a pleasant experience. So she relaxed on the rock letting her foot relax in the waters until she heard someone come up behind her and took a quick peak back. To her relief it was Dwalin and Balin, she wanted to avoid another conversation with Thorin. "Hey there lass. How is your ankle?"<p>

"Surprisingly better. What is going on?" Veirra asked suspiciously.

"Thorin wanted us to check on you. Make sure you were okay." Dwalin replied.

"Did he now?" Veirra replied. He knew the truth now of what happened to her and Atrice, she was no longer of value and knew he would have nothing more to do with her. Despite the brief conversation, everyone in the end always judged her somehow. It may not have been in that moment, but she knew he would reach that decision and decide to walk away. _'Best to beat him to it. Do not allow for even a spark of hope when you know how it will end.' _Veirra thought as she took a moment to inhale before straightening, "You can tell him I am perfectly fine." Then looked at Balin, "Whether you believe it or not."

She took in both Balin and Dwalin's expression as they looked a bit surprised at each other then back at her. "What? You thought Thorin was the first to find out? I was engaged to be married once before the sad series of events. The moment my betrothed found out, he walked away like I was nothing. I learned long ago that the moment anyone found out they would act like I had a disease. So you can tell Thorin not to give me a second thought. I am just here to help your company retake their home, then I am gone."

"Lass that is not why-" Balin started to explain.

"It is what everyone does," Veirra interrupted sharply, "They hear how my friend and I suffered, but linger on the fact that our attackers were brutally tortured to death and that we can offer no explanation. Thus they become afraid and whisper of how I drove my best friend mad, and that something must be wrong with me."

"Wait they blame you?! Why?!" Dwalin asked letting his temper get the better of him. "If anything it was defending yourself! What kind of fools blame and judge you?!"

"The fools that saw what was done! They were tied to the surrounding trees Men, Elves, and Dwarves. They had been tortured over days, and I was-" Veirra was still looking over her shoulder at the two dwarves. The look of pity from Balin was the worst, and so she looked back down at her ankle. "I was unconscious through it all, and when I woke my best friend's mind was gone. How could they not blame me? Who else could do _that_?"

"If it was you, you were defending yourself lass. No one can fault you for that." Balin replied.

"No, it was not defence. Defence would have been a quick clean death. What was done took my friend's sanity, and was a thousands times worse then what they ever did to us."

"And because you are the only sane one still left, they assume you are at fault?!" Dwalin asked unable to fully grasp how that could even remotely make sense.

"Yes! Alright people fear the unknown like they fear the dark, and so they fear me. Not all, and if it is not fear they feel it is pity which is just as bad. And if not pity they turn away stating they do not want a 'violated bride!' So go back and tell Thorin that I am fine and to not give me a second thought, and to leave me be!" Veirra said again looking back at the two dwarves as she spoke A moment later she turned back to the waters she reached down and touched her ankle testing it. There was no pain at all, she moved her foot around and found that it had completely healed. She heard the two dwarves shuffle away back into the house.

Glad to be alone again, she allowed a few tears to slide down her cheeks. She knew that this was how things were, but still the pain cut deep. It did not matter how many times she told herself it was for the best, the pain never went away. _'It had to be done! It had to be done to avoid further heartache. It is always the same, nothing changes!' _Veirra thought bitterly as she pulled her foot from the waters to dry it off, and put back on her boots. Getting up she wiped her face free of tears and came back in just in time to overhear Dwalin and Balin finish reporting to Thorin.

"Who said that to her?!" Thorin almost yelled when Dwalin said the 'violated bride' comment. Veirra stepped back now wishing she had not said so much to Balin and Dwalin. Thorin looked like he wanted to murder someone, and now she felt ashamed for not holding her tongue. She heard Beorn sniff the air and break the silence as he sat nearby. "You make your female nervous with your temper."

He knew she was there? That was unnerving, so she stepped into view and spoke up. "I am not his, and I am used to his temper. Thank you for letting me use the hot spring, Master Beorn. My ankle is completely healed thanks to you." Veirra bowed respectfully to the skin changer, then straightened. In the time it took her to reach the house, Veirra decided it would be best not to stay with the group. Staying would only make things worse and eventually she would not be welcomed. "Gandalf now that you are here to guide Thorin's company. I will be resuming my old post."

As she spoke she put her cloak on. "Old post?" Bilbo asked nervously.

"Yes master Baggins I think it wise that I shadow your company again. Not be heard or seen; but there." Veirra replied calmly, this was accompanied by the various dwarves complaining and protesting.

"I'm afraid that will be impossible, my dear Veirra," Gandalf rose before Thorin could argue with her. "For you see we will be venturing into Mirkwood, and the path will be quite dangerous. You can not travel it alone." That did it, Veirra glared annoyed at Gandalf as her hands dropped to her sides and was soon speaking in Elven.

"_Do you enjoy torturing me Gandalf?! What have I done so wrong that makes you feel I need to be punished more?! Have I not suffered enough?! You promised I would have nothing to do with this company directly, yet here I am!"_

"_It was never my intent to further your suffering Veirra-" _Gandalf started to explain, but Veirra was not done.

"_Do you know how painful this is?! To be around a group of men-dwarves?! It was hard before and now you ask me to stay when now they know! Please Gandalf just let me walk away so Thorin doesn't." _Veirra pleaded. Of all the words spoken Thorin knew when his name was spoken. Gandalf looked back at Thorin now realising and putting together what happened, then looked back at the young woman.

"_I know that this has been difficult for you, and that you are afraid of what may come from this. But please Veirra you have trusted me this far, I ask that you continue to trust me." _Gandalf urged in elven. He hoped she still trusted him as he waited for her to answer.

"_I do trust you Gandalf, but that does not mean I want to suffer even more." _Veirra replied.

"_Please stay with us. Stay for Bilbo if nothing else you two have become good friends." _Gandalf pleaded, and she slowly nodded.

"_Fine I will stay, but Thorin leaves me be, understand? I will not suffer a repeat of history by his hands." _With that she turned and left the house. Going out the front door she went and sat outside.

Meanwhile Thorin was about to follow when Gandalf spoke up. "It is best she be left alone."

"What did she say in that cursed elvish language?" Thorin demanded.

"She was considering leaving, I convinced her to stay with the agreement that you leave her be." Gandalf sighed. "Right now we have bigger problems, like getting through Mirkwood."

Thorin nodded though he wanted to speak to Veirra and had not gotten the chance to say what he wanted to her before. Still the rage he felt knowing some fool out there had turned her away would not die out so easily. It would take time for the ponies and horses to be prepared and even if Thorin could he would not attempt to speak to Veirra when this angry. Instead he excused himself and went out back to vent his anger. He had removed his jacket and tunic and was using one of Dwalin's axe's to chop firewood for their host. 'Violated Bride' those two words that Dwalin claimed she said repeated in his head, along with the fact that she had been betrothed to another. This other man casting her aside, made Thorin imagine he was beheading the blind fool.

As much as he hated the idea of how she had been treated by a man that could have easily been her husband, he was equally disgusted by how she thought he would reject her in the same fashion. The fact that she literally expected and assumed rejection and being judged for her past sickened him. Yes he had judged her when they first met, but not now. It added to his anger as he chopped more wood with even more fervour until someone shouted his name.

"THORIN!"

"WHAT?!" He snapped as he looked around to find Gandalf standing there with Dwalin and Balin. The grey wizard seemed to soften as he looked at the angry dwarf lord.

"It is time to go Thorin." Gandalf said, and Thorin returned the axe Dwalin had lent him, then pulled on his tunic, armour, and coat as Gandalf finally asked. "Feel better?"

"No." Thorin answered coldly, but moved past him. Right then they had bigger problems to worry over, and so he allowed his temper to simmer down. Coming out front he saw most of the company mounting their ponies and headed for his own. His had already been prepared, probably by Dwalin. Once mounted he looked and found Veirra not far away on a burrowed horse, she had a calming effect to the remaining anger which was enough. However at some point he swore to get her alone and speak to her.

As Veirra waited she ignored the looks from most of the company wishing for the days when she merely shadowed them, or when Thorin hated having her around; it was easier then. Beorn and Gandalf stood off to the side speaking in private, and she watched the conversation with interest. What was Beorn warning Gandalf of? A few times Gandalf looked directly at her as did Beorn both concerned, but then she heard the cawing of birds in the distance and stiffened. They were being watched, she searched the skies as Thorin called to Gandalf.

"Go now with the daylight. Your hunters are not far behind." She heard Beorn say as Gandalf mounted up and she took up the rear as they rode towards Mirkwood's borders. Moving on Veirra looked back and waved at Beorn, despite being a little scary he was kind enough to lend them mounts and aid them. They rode along the planes towards Mirkwood. They soon came upon the woods of Mirkwood, but it was nothing like the way Veirra had heard of it. Before she had heard tales from other rangers that travelled by Mirkwood heading elsewhere, never had they described a dying wood. This was all wrong, she dismounted and moved more slowly behind Gandalf. "The Elven gate. Here lies our path through Mirkwood."

"No sign of the orcs. We have luck on our side." Dwalin replied dismounting as well. However it did not feel like luck.

"Set the ponies loose, let them return to their master." Gandalf replied, while Veirra stared ahead into the woods.

"What happened to these woods? Why would the Elves allow this...corruption?" Veirra asked, as she stepped near she felt a chill run through her. It seemed strange that these woods would be allowed to become so corrupted by this sickness.

"This forest feels...sick. As if a disease lies upon it." Bilbo added, and Veirra apparently backed away from the woods. Her reaction did not go unnoticed as Bilbo looked at her then added. "Is there no way around?"

"Not unless we go 200 miles north, or twice that distance south." Gandalf replied not liking venturing into this place. Shaking the feeling off Veirra straightened and followed Gandalf in a ways. He moved cautiously as he entered the woods and came upon a statue of an elf maiden, he cleared away some brush from the base. Veirra was by now looking about the woods, nervously it felt like eyes watched her. She shivered again at the feeling, like they were waiting for her and expecting her. The feeling grew deeper, and she could swear she heard a voice whispering her name. An evil voice calling to her urging her to come to it, almost compelling her to abandon the dwarves. She shook her head and an image of Thorin appeared in her mind causing the evil voice to die out and she regained her composure. She heard Gandalf mumble something to himself.

"What?" She asked but he merely looked at her and headed back to the others.

"Not my horse I need it." Gandalf called out confusing everyone including her as she followed him back to the group.

"You're not leaving us." Bilbo replied worried.

"I would not do this unless I had to."

"No no no! Look whatever it is you already-" Veirra replied knowing exactly who Gandalf would expect to guide them through Mirkwood.

"I have no choice Veirra something has come to my attention, and I must be sure." Gandalf replied.

"So you're going to have me guide them again?! It did not turn out well last time, and I doubt it will be any better this time!" Veirra replied.

"Listen to me." Gandalf started to say.

"Did we not just have a similar argument back at Beorn's?! And now you are leaving again?!" Veirra was still arguing.

"Yes, but I will return!" Gandalf snapped at her, anger aside he noticed her peek back at the sickened woods behind her. He came closer to Veirra and lowered his voice so that others would not hear. "You are scared of this place, aren't you? Worried that maybe Lord Elrond and Beorn are right, that there is something wrong with you."

Veirra peeked at Bilbo and the others watching them, then replied in elven. _"What is wrong with me, Gandalf? Someone calls to me."_

"_That is why I must go to find out. The one that calls to you is suppose to have been defeated. Yet more and more we see proof that he has returned, he would use you to do many terrible things." _Gandalf replied in elven so that no one knew what was being said, _"Stay close to Thorin in the woods, and you will be safe. I will return." _Finally Veirra simply nodded as Gandalf turned to the others in their company. Next he spoke to Bilbo, but Veirra barely heard a word as she looked on the woods. Lastly Gandalf came to speak to Thorin, though Thorin was even less enthusiastic about their wizard leaving.

"So apparently you are leaving us again. What is to keep Veirra with us when you are gone?"

"You." Gandalf replied, earning him a look from Thorin between a glare and a 'you are joking' look. "Tell me Thorin now that you know the truth, does it change anything?"

"Of course not!" Thorin replied thoroughly offended.

"Good, because she will need you in these woods and will be at her most vulnerable. Never let her leave your side." Gandalf said. Thorin looked up at him shocked by it all. In one breath Gandalf told him to let her be and now he told him to keep her close. Feeling that this may be his only chance he decided to ask the grey wizard a question that had been nagging him for too long now.

"Back in Rivendell I overheard you speaking to Elrond. How is she to save me from sharing my grandfather's and father's fate?"

"The same way you will save her from falling prey to the darkness inside her." Gandalf answered, Thorin wanted to groan at how wizards could be so cryptic. "Heed my words Thorin Oakenshield keep her close. Do not let her leave your sight."

Moving off Gandalf prepared his horse to travel. Telling the company to stick to the elven road and not to leave it or they would never find it again. Then promised to meet up with them later at the Overlook, Veirra watched him ride off and was again left alone to guide Thorin, Bilbo, and the dwarves. Still she felt ill at the thought of entering the woods and being made responsible for them yet again.

"Come on lass, let's get going." Balin spoke up, and Veirra turned back to the woods of Mirkwood.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well hopefully this chapter will shed some more light on how Veirra thinks. There is not much to explain here only now Veirra's injury is healed and they are entering Mirkwood. Aside from that I hoped you enjoyed the chapter and look forward to hearing from you in the reviews.**

**Lesliezin**


	16. The First Night in Mirkwood

**Hello all,**

**Well new month new chapter, chapter sixteen to be precise. I hope you all enjoy.**

* * *

><p>"Stick to the elven path as Gandalf instructed, no one stray or I fear we will not make it out." Veirra said as she moved along the path keeping careful eyes on it. They moved along the path careful not to leave it, and yet the air grew thick and hard to breathe. Still they pressed on only stopping to rest for a bit before moving on. This went on for the whole day until it was time to make camp, Veirra found it hard to sleep that night. Her dreams were plagued by someone calling for her to come to them. Eventually her dreams turned to nightmares and when she jolted awake she was certain she had dreamt calling for Thorin. She had no idea she actually called his name before waking. However most the dwarves feigned sleep rather then mention it, well except for the one on watch. Gloin looked over at her concerned. "Are you alright lass?"<p>

"Yes Gloin sorry, bad dream." Veirra swallowed. The darkened wood made it hard to see so she had no way of knowing she awoke half the company. "I did not wake anyone did I?"

"No I do not think you have. This bleeding forest is hard to see in." Gloin groaned. "Could do with a fire, but Thorin says it could attract 'unwanted' attention."

Veirra nodded, but since it was dark the action probably could not be seen. "He is right. Last thing we need is those Mirkwood Elves coming down on us."

Gloin grunted in agreement, then sighed. "So want to tell me what you dreamt about? My wee lad Gimli used to have night terrors too. He would tell me and then I would tell him a story to make what he dreamt less scary."

"It is silly maybe these woods just brought on the dream. I am running from this shadowed figure. I do not know why all I know is..." Veirra stopped shaking her head.

"Go on lass. There is no shame in a dream." Gloin pointed out.

"All I know is this being, this shadow is pure evil and I can hear it calling to me. I do not even know what it wants from me. All I can think is I have to get away and so I run." Veirra paused, "Can you keep a secret?"

"Sure lass I will not say a word. I promise." Gloin said

"Well I have had this dream a number of times before, but this time it was different. I do not know why but this time instead of just trying to get away from the figure, I wanted to find Thorin. For some reason I thought if I can just get to him I will be okay, I even called out for him." Gloin went quiet as he considered this and Veirra became nervous by the silence. "Please do not tell him or anyone."

"No lass not a word of it." Gloin promised, "I uh wish I could offer up a tale of old where a great shadow was defeated, but I know of none. Perhaps you seek Thorin in the dream because he is the one to defeat this foe."

Veirra gave a soft laugh and shook her head in the dark. All the while Thorin merely listened. "Now I am serious lass. Thorin has done many a great deeds in his life. He led his people, protected them and built a new home for us in the Blue Mountains. He raised two fine young nephews when their father fell at Moria, and beat back the enemy Orcs during the battle to retake Moria. Beating a shadow chasing you would be a small feat compared to what we head towards."

"You are right, of course. He is a rather amazing leader. It is not that though that makes me shake my head at the idea. It is just that..." Veirra came up short trying to put into words what she thought. She could think of no simple way of saying it so she sighed. "Why would he want to? I mean half the time we are arguing and at each other's throats about one issue or another."

Gloin chuckled in the dark. "Lass do you know how many fights I had with my own wife before when we first met. I was convinced we would hate each other forever, then when I fought in the battle of Azanulbizar, there she was fighting also. It was when our friends and loved ones fell all around us that we realised why we hated each other so much. We did not hate each other at all, we realised we were at each other's throats because we were so similar and had been fighting the attraction to one another tooth and nail. It took us nearly getting killed at the gates of Moria surrounded by enemies to realise what we meant to each other. Just like it took Goblin-town and Azog to knock the reality of it into both you and Thorin. You do not hate each other, you are just too damn stubborn and similar."

Veirra sat there stunned for a moment to learn this piece of information from Gloin, then he continued. "No saying a word of that to Thorin."

Veirra could not help it she laughed and had to cover her mouth to keep from laughing too much and possibly waking others. "I promise you I will not go repeating that. Though now I am curious of the tales of Gloin and his wife."

"You and my lad both. He loves hearing the one where my sneaky wife drugged his father's ale and I awoke in a dress. All because I said she should act more 'lady-like'."

Veirra began giggling and shaking with laughter. "Oh Eru now I want to meet your wife and lad."

"Oh aye I bet when we take back Erebor and our people are able to return home you will meet her and get along. She might even give you tips for putting Thorin in his place." Gloin chuckled, however Veirra's laughter died out and she went quiet.

"I think you and the company have the wrong idea of Thorin and I. Come now he would not have someone like me. I mean realistically that is just a silly notion, or wishful thinking. He is going to be king under the mountain, and well he will not want some lowly disgraced human ranger."

"Lass may I make a suggestion?" Gloin asked, and when she said yes he continued. "You let our leader and soon-to-be king under the mountain make his own decisions on what he wants."

For a moment the pair were quiet as Veirra took in Gloin's recommendation, then Gloin asked. "Have you considered what you might decide?"

"Sorry, what do you mean?" Veirra asked completely taken off guard.

"Well lass I am certain Thorin is going to chose you. Half the company has already made wagers on it. Have you considered it?" Veirra had to blink several times at the question and pinch herself.

"No I, it does not seem possible. Besides would you or the company or the dwarves of Erebor not take offence to Thorin choosing a human?"

"Lass tell me you know a lot of the varying races, their culture and people. How much do you know of the dwarves?" Gloin asked.

"My father spent enough time to earn their respect and trust and even to learn the language. He would tell me all about your people, but I have heard little since his death." Veirra said.

"Then you probably do not know but more and more there are fewer dwarf women around. We may be a proud stubborn people, but we are not stupid. The signs all point to our race slowly declining. So if our king wants a human for his queen. Do you honesty think we would complain?" Gloin asked bluntly.

Veirra suddenly felt put on the spot by the dwarf and did not know what to say or think. She felt her cheeks colour and was glad for the darkness. "I had not thought on it. I- I do not know, please try to understand this was not suppose to happen."

Thorin closed his eyes as he felt the sting of rejection by her words. He expected her to claim any number of excuses from 'He was not her type' to 'He is a dwarf'. "And why was it not suppose to happen?" Gloin asked sounding offended as well.

"Because this was not suppose to happen again." Veirra replied frustrated at her inability to answer.

"You will have to explain lass." Gloin stated waiting as Veirra groaned.

"That is just it, there is no way to explain where you will not take offence Gloin. I could find a dozen different ways to phrase it and you would find an unintended insult somewhere in there." Veirra sighed as she laid her head back wishing she had not gotten to this point in the conversation. "I know your king will decide what he wants, but I have walked this path before. I had believed myself in love once before and have suffered for it. I know where that path leads, and in the end it will cause more pain and I will be alone all over again, abandoned. That is why I say this was not suppose to happen, and it can not happen."

A lengthy silence followed and Veirra sighed. Dwarves were a very proud people, to even suggest that Thorin would hurt her in such a way had probably been the worse thing she could have done. However rather then lash out Gloin shook his head in the dark. "You know lass normally I would take offence to such a suggestion, but now that we know more about you. We know you have been hurt, rejected, and wrongly judged. Over time you have come to expect that reaction, and that is what angers us more than anything. The idea that your kin could hurt you and pass judgement on you for something you had no control over, it is an outrage."

Again another lengthy silence came and Veirra released a shaky breath, glad she had not angered the often temperamental dwarf. Finally the dwarf added as the silence grew longer. "Besides I think I will enjoy Thorin proving you wrong."

Veirra ignored the dwarf's chuckle, and groaned. "I am going back to sleep."

She heard Gloin grumble a good night then rolled over and closed her eyes. Still trying to sleep was hard in these woods, and her conversation with Gloin did not help any. So that the next day she was tired as they continued on following the path. This time Veirra took up the rear and Nori led following the path carefully.

"We found the bridge." Someone called out. Unfortunately the bridge was out.

"We could try to swim it." Bofur added.

"Did you not hear what Gandalf said? A dark magic lies on this woods. The waters of this stream are enchanted." Thorin said.

"Does not look very enchanting to me." Bofur muttered getting Veirra to smile.

"These vines look strong enough." Kili said about to climb them.

"Kili! We send the lightest across first." Thorin said, and the company looked to Bilbo.

"I am pretty light, I can do it." Veirra said moving towards the vines.

"No!" Thorin caught her wrist to stop her.

"What? I can." Veirra said.

"I said no." Thorin said firmly, and she would have argued had Bilbo not interrupted.

"Veirra it is okay I will go." Bilbo said as he started climbing the large vines. A few times he almost tripped or slipped on his way across, and each time Veirra was reminded of the firm hold Thorin had on her wrist. Finally she twisted out of his grasp and glared at the dwarf lord, by then Bilbo was half way there.

"I will go next since I am suppose to be guiding you." Veirra said firmly and started climbing before Thorin could argue. As she edged along one vine however she almost slipped then felt an arm slip around her waist.

"Must you be so stubborn?" Thorin asked annoyed as he held her to him.

"Says the dwarf lord with a stubborn streak that runs as deep as a Mithril vein." Veirra said trying to continue on, but the arm around her tightened.

"How am I to protect you in these woods, if you do not let me?" Thorin asked annoyed.

"I do not need protection right now, Thorin." Veirra moved on as Thorin added.

"Says the girl chased by shadows in her dreams." The comment made Veirra stop in her tracks as she had gripped the next vine. Peeking back she felt her cheeks redden in embarrassment then anger.

"Mind your own business. My dreams are not your concern." Turning back she continued her way across and soon reached Bilbo, followed by Thorin. Looking back the other dwarves were all climbing across in a haphazard way to get across.

That was when they heard the noise from across the river and saw the white stag on the other side, Veirra could not help but smile at the beautiful creature. Then she peeked to her left as Bilbo asked. "What are you doing?"

Realising Thorin was about to shoot it she saw the dwarf raise his bow and on instinct she pushed his bow down wards making him miss. It was enough to startle the creature and send it running back into the woods. "You should not have down that," Bilbo sighed, "It is bad luck."

"I do not believe in luck! We make our own luck." Thorin replied annoyed, then looked to the ranger, "Why did you do that?"

"The stag was harmless and across the river. There was no point to shooting it!" Veirra replied just as annoyed, "What was it going to do vault over the broken bridge and trample us to death?!"

"Guys please! Do not argue, this place makes everything worse." Bilbo interjected. As if on cue a splash was heard and they looked to an unconscious Bombur in the water snoring. _'Great, just great!' _Veirra thought. The next following minutes involved them trying to pull Bombur out while not falling in themselves. Eventually they pulled him out and some of the others carried their unconscious companion onwards. Slowly the air grew heavier and it felt like something powerful worked against them. "Why did you stop?" Thorin asked and Veirra's head shot up.

"The path it ends here." Nori replied as he stood before a small ravine. It was then Veirra came forward as she looked at what remained of the path.

"Well find it again look around." Thorin called as the dwarves spread out trying to find the lost elven path.

"Do not loose sight of one another. If we spread out too thin we will all be lost." Veirra replied sharply, then began to look around for the path. However as she looked down again she realized the truth, they were never on the path. The path they had followed was a foul illusion brought on by the sickness of this place; and now they were trapped.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Do you ever get the feeling that because it is a movie they did not spend enough time in certain points in the movie? For me I think the Mirkwood scenes could have been longer, but that may be just me. Anyway I also felt that it was high time some interaction with another of the company was in order and so I picked Gloin to be the one to offer up an outside opinion. **

**Also if it helps there was research done and in the world of Middle Earth by the end of the fourth age there is next to no dwarves. The dwarves as race were in gradual decline, and though it is not brought up much I thought it would make for a interesting reason as to why the Dwarves of Erebor might be more accepting of a queen that is not necessarily a Dwarf. Of course there are some that might argue that Thorin should pick a dwarf woman as his queen, but as far as the company is concerned I think Veirra would have a number of their votes. If you like I would not mind hearing your thoughts on this issue.**

**In the mean time please enjoy the chapter and review away.**

**Lesliezin**


	17. Pleasant Illusions and Dreams

**Hello all,**

**Well new month new chapter. Here is chapter 17, enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Unable to find the path, the dwarves reformed into a group to keep from getting separated and to try and find the path. It felt like days, but could have been hours as they wondered on trying to make it through the cursed woods. Veirra's head began to pound as the one calling for her to come to him gradually gained in strength. All around her the dwarves became lost in the illusions of this place. Bilbo began to see himself as his fellow companions, Bofur apparently dropped a pouch and later found it thinking it belonged to another dwarf, and everything just got more strange as they move on.<p>

Then it happened, Veirra leaned against the tree trying to clear her head and was almost convinced that she was going insane. The dwarves were arguing about who's fault it was, she just wanted things to go quiet. Unfortunately the voice was gaining in volume and she covered her ears to try and block it all out, yet still she could hear the evil whispers. **_"_**_**Veirra, come to me. Come to me now."** _

Veirra shook her head and softly begged the voice to stop and leave her alone, but it would not stop. Thorin shook his head to clear his thoughts and succeeded for a moment. When he looked over at Veirra he saw her sitting on a tree log covering her ears and asking someone to stop. Unthinkingly he reached over and placed a hand on Veirra's shoulder. She looked up at him, but instead of seeing one of her companions, she went wide eyed and quickly rose from her seat. Backing away, for in that moment she did not see Thorin, but one that tormented her for three days using her for 'entertainment'. Again Thorin reached out for her and asked her what was wrong, but she pushed him away. Turning she ran deeper into the woods trying to ignore the voice that encouraged her.

"Veirra!" Thorin called out and quickly got to his feet as he rushed after her. The rest of the company were still too busy to notice that their leader and guide were gone. Running as quickly as she could, Veirra tried to shake off the dizziness. It allowed Thorin to catch up to her and soon he caught her about the waist. The pair fell down side by side, but still she saw one of her attackers. Immediately she tried to scoot away. "Veirra what is wrong?!"

As he tried to follow her and keep her from getting lost, she in her panicked state flicked her wrist and out shot one of her wrist daggers. As the blade's handle was spun around and she gripped it Thorin knew what would come next. She moved to slash him as he rolled on top of her, luckily the blade only delivered a soft cut to his cheek. Seconds later he pinned her down with her wrists above her head. "Veirra! It's me, snap out of it!"

As she was pinned to the forest floor by one of the ones that tormented her instinct had her go rigid beneath him. Squeezing her eyes shut as she prepared for the worst. She trembled in fear as a few stray tears escaped her tightly shut eyes. This response made Thorin's voice soften as he leaned closer. "Veirra it is me, Thorin. Do you not remember?"

The name Thorin cut through the confusing hallucinations, and slowly Veirra's mind cleared some as the voice calling to her died out. Hesitantly she opened her eyes to find Thorin on top of her, and she pinned to the forest floor. She looked around confused to find them alone together. Then she saw the cut on his cheek, and realised one of her wrist daggers was out. "Thorin?" She asked softly, and he sighed in relief. "Oh no! What have I done?"

"It is nothing, just as scratch." Thorin replied as he released her wrists. Sitting up she looked at the blade finding blood there.

"I tried to kill you." She said in disbelief, "I—I am so sorry. I did not mean to, I thought you were and my head is spinning. He keeps calling me and will not stop." Veirra said as she shakily sheathed the dagger under her sleeve and bit her bottom lip. All she could think was there was something wrong with her, that her kin were right, that Lord Elrond and Beorn were right. She started to scoot away. "Please you have to get away from me. I almost killed you, I do not want to hurt you."

Thorin was not about to let her slip away again, and what she was saying made little sense to begin with. So he caught her about the waist and pulled her back against him despite her protests. "No Thorin, please."

Next he caught her chin making her face him, then pressed his lips to hers. This kiss was harder then the their first and he kissed her with all the passion he could muster. Veirra gave a soft whimper at being kissed as he pulled her firmly onto his lap. The kiss deepened until they were both out of breathe and they were forced to come up for air.

"Do you think even more a moment I would let you go?! How can you think your past changes anything?!" Thorin asked bluntly staring into her silvery eyes. The harsh tone made her shrink back some.

"I should have known... I am still hallucinating. That is why you kissed me, that is why I am in your arms. You, the real you could never possibly want _me. _I must be losing my mind, everything here is wrong." Veirra replied trying to regain some of her focus, but this place made her dizzy. Thorin gripped her arms and shook her some.

"Listen to me! I am not an illusion, I am here and real!" Then deciding to prove it to her he kissed her again equally as hard with just as much passion. Pressed tightly to him she shivered against him. However the more he tried to convince Veirra the more she believed it an illusion brought on by this place, her mind clouded like she had drank too much.

Realising that this was probably the only way she would be with Thorin she soon relaxed and kissed him back. Later when the illusion would end she could regret and mourn it, but for now she ran her fingers over his face and beard. As Thorin held her tightly about the waist, Veirra pressed tightly to him and for a moment the pair became focused on just each other. For Thorin his mind became clear and was no longer muddled by the foul magic of this place. It took Thorin by surprise when Veirra straddled his lap and pressed even closer to him. Unfortunately whatever dark power was there effected Veirra more, her mind would not clear in this place not completely anyway. _'What a strange yet pleasant dream this is. I will miss it once I wake. I wish I could stay in this dream always.' _Veirra thought dizzily as they broke apart to catch their breathes.

The drunken feeling she had only served to loosen her tongue as surely as too many strong dwarven ales would. Licking her still tingling lips, Veirra spoke in a dazed breathless tone. "Ever since your first kiss, I have longed for you. I shouldn't it will end badly, it always ends badly. I am glad this is a hallucination, but it is so hard to tell in this place. This is an illusion right? I am seeing things or dreaming. Please tell me I am dreaming or hallucinating. I do not want to be abandoned like before with Ardric. Please if you are not a hallucination, please do not hurt me."

Thorin groaned before kissing her more then his lips trailed down her chin to her throat making her tremble. "What if I told you I have no intention of releasing you ever? That I intend to keep you by my side and make you my queen?" He kissed her neck, and she moaned as his teeth grazed her skin. "I will never release you."

_'Oh how I want to believe that, but this is a dream. A strange but beautiful dream. The real Thorin would never have me as his much less make me his queen.' _Veirra thought even as it felt so real, better then real surreal.

Then they heard it something was coming their way, quickly Thorin got up and pulled Veirra to her feet wondering what it was. That was when they heard a cry from one of their companions they had left. Thorin reacted first pulling Veirra behind him back to the company. Coming upon the scene they found several of their friends wrapped in spider webs, and giant spiders. Before either could react, Veirra felt a sharp searing pain in her back shoulder blade just before her body went numb, then everything went black as she saw a spider rush towards Thorin.

* * *

><p>Veirra groaned in pain as she awoke, she fell? When did she fall? Opening her eyes she realised she was wrapped in something, a web? How did she get in here? <em>'I preferred dreaming of Thorin.' <em>She thought, then shook her head the pain of being stung earlier brought everything into sharp focus as she brought out both wrist daggers and slashed her way out. Shakily she got to her feet, the noise behind her made her whirl around to see a spider drop down and rush at her. Slashing the spider she struck several of it's eyes making it shriek in pain. Again it came at her as she brought one of her daggers under it's head and the other into it's mouth.

"Kili! Veirra!" Thorin's voice was not far away.

Yanking her daggers free she stepped back from the now dead spider. "Here! I am here!"

Moving towards the direction she heard Thorin's voice, she heard the dwarves fighting with more spiders. As she moved another dropped down behind her and charged her. Veirra stopped dropped to the ground and rolled underneath it as it rushed over her. As she moved she slashed out catching the spider's legs with her daggers and crippling it. Rolling to her feet she took out one of her throwing daggers and threw it with pinpoint accuracy at the spider's head. Continuing past the now dead spider she moved towards where she heard Thorin. She arrived seconds before a handsome elven man had an arrow pointed at Thorin's head. "Do not think I will not kill you dwarf! It would be my pleasure."

No one had spotted her yet, and so before the elf knew it a dagger was at his throat. "Touch him and I will have the pleasure of slitting your throat, elf!"

The handsome blonde elf's blue eyes flicked to her. "Do you not know how many arrows point at you right now girl?"

"Plenty, but no amount of speed with bows on the Elves part will save you if I slit your throat. Would you like to test it?! Try me!" Veirra replied fiercely. The blonde looked between her and Thorin, then back as though realising that if needed she would die to protect the dwarf. Meanwhile Thorin breathed a soft sigh of relief at seeing his ranger returned to him. However he and the other dwarves noted that many other elves stood with arrows pointed straight at their ranger, and the longer she held a blade to the blonde elf's throat the more tense they got. Thorin knew they would kill her in cold blood, after all they were cowards what was to stop them from being murders too?

"Veirra! Stop!" Thorin called out, he glared at the other elves that had arrows pointed at her, then looked to his company, "Lay down your arms all of you!" Doing as their leader commanded, Thorin finally laid down Orcrist. However Veirra had yet to lower the blade from the elf's throat, and she looked at Thorin confused. He would surrender to elves? "Please Veirra..." Thorin pleaded softly.

He wanted her to release the elf before the others decided to shoot her? No he must be worried for them all, they would probably start with her then kill everyone. She glared back at the elf and pressed the dagger against his skin more as she spoke in elven. _"Swear to me on any honour you have left that they will not be harmed!"_

"_I swear." _The elf replied after a moment calmly.

"_Good because if you harm him or any of them. I do not care what it takes or if your entire army turns me into a pin cushion, I will kill you!" _Veirra replied coldly, for a moment the blonde saw something dark and terrible in her eyes. Something even the elves should fear, and he did fear it.

"_I promise no one will be harmed." _The blonde replied with all his sincerity.

"_Your promise is worthless, promises from the Mirkwood Elves are rarely kept! Which is why you have sworn on your honour if there is any!"_ Veirra replied coldly, the blonde swallowed but nodded in agreement. Lowering her blade from the elf's throat one of the other elves pushed her over to the group of dwarves. While the blonde rubbed his throat, she had nicked him with the dagger, but nothing else. "Help!"

"Kili!" Fili called out, and Veirra turned towards the cry. She went to move but one of the elves shoved her back. Looking to the elf she had held at sword point she spoke up.

"You swore!"

The elf sighed, and gestured to some of his men. _"Go save him!"_

"No need for that Legolas." Turning Veirra saw a female red haired elf push Kili forward into the group.

"Search them." Legolas ordered, and soon Veirra's wrist daggers and various weapons were being removed. While the one known as Legolas searched Gloin, another came up and began to search her more thoroughly.

"That is my wee lad Gimli." Gloin said. The Mirkwood elves were very thorough in their searches. The one searching Veirra noticed a black chord hidden beneath her tunic and pulled out a well hidden private possession of hers. When the elf found Veirra's necklace and proceeded to pull it off with a sharp tug. Immediately she fought back as she kicked the elf who dropped the necklace which she caught. One of the other elves wrapped his arms around from behind and held a knife to her throat to cease her struggles.

"Stop!" Legolas called out then handed the case back to Gloin as the elf she attacked stood. "What is this about?!" Then he noticed something clutched in her hand on a black chord, when he reached for her hand she struggled more and winced as the blade held to her throat nicked her.

"Veirra stop, just give it to them! It is not worth your life!" Thorin called out unable to do nothing but watch. Legolas pried open her fingers and took a long stone from her hand, it was jagged, but smooth. Purple in colour it had a blue streak running through it that looked like lightening.

"_A protection stone."_ Legolas gasped holding it up to see it better.

"Please it was my mother's." Veirra pleaded getting Legolas to look back at her stunned. She may have threatened his life mere moments ago, but seeing the truth in her eyes Legolas felt compelled. After all such heirlooms were sacred and important, especially when they came from someone's mother.

"_Release her." _He commanded, and the elf behind her let go of her and withdrew the blade. Stepping closer, Legolas held out his hand with the jewel on it to her waiting for her to take it back. Coming forward she took the stone back hesitantly then stepped back unsure if she should trust him.

"_Are the spiders dead?" _Legolas asked as he then turned to the red head.

"_Yes but more will come. They are getting bolder." _The red head replied, then one of the other elves handed Legolas Orcrist.

"_This is an ancient elven blade. Forged by my kin." _Legolas looked back at Thorin and spoke again in common tongue. "Where did you get this?"

"It was given to me." Thorin replied.

The response got the blade pointed at Thorin, Veirra stepped forward but this time a couple of the other elves were ready for her and seized her arms. "Not just a thief but a liar as well."

"He speaks the truth." Veirra replied, as the elves bound her wrists not willing to take any further chances. "It was given to him."

Legolas considered her for a moment, then ordered his men in Elven._ "Move out!"_

Pushed along Veirra overheard Bofur whisper. "Thorin, where is Bilbo?"

Both her and Thorin looked around panicked at their missing companion. However they were soon shoved along by their captors.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well as mentioned by other characters it was not going to be a fun stroll through Mirkwood. Then again it was not in the movies either, but for Veirra the place would have a greater impact on her. I did like writing a 'drunk' Veirra though, even if it was just Mirkwood messing with her head.**

**Of course some may be asking where the necklace came from that the elves discovered on Veirra and why it was not mentioned before. Well for starters the necklace was not just thrown in there at the last second. It is just a well hidden personal possession of Veirra's. The necklace itself is not a Tolkien creation, but a made up one. Legolas called it a protection stone, which is in this story is a rare stone meant to protect the wearer. However any further details on it will be revealed via story.**

**Anyway now the company are the unwilling guests of the Mirkwood Elves. I hoped you enjoyed this chapter and please review away.**

**Lesliezin**


	18. More Precious than The Arkenstone

**Hello all,**

**Well new month new chapter. Here is Chapter 18, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Taken to the elven lands the company were led across the bridge and were forced into the fortress of Mirkwood. Legolas gestured to the guards who grabbed Thorin and Veirra. <em>"Take these two to my father. The rest go to the dungeons." <em>Pulled along, the kingdom of Mirkwood looked like a large spiralling tree.

"Where did they take the others?" Thorin whispered.

"To the dungeons. We are being taken to the King." Veirra replied softy. Thorin merely nodded, and Veirra looked straight ahead. '_So it was nothing more then a dream. I was a fool to even entertain the idea that it was real.' _Veirra thought saddened by it. Pushed up more stairs they soon came to a large open platform with a throne where an elf similar to Legolas sat. He tilted his head to the side eyeing both Thorin and Veirra. Soon they heard someone coming up behind them, sure enough Legolas and the red head came. Legolas moved off to the right while the red head to the left, and two other guards stood rather close to Veirra who after so much trouble was closely watched.

"Is that really necessary?" Thranduil asked eyeing Veirra with two guards besides her.

"_She is dangerous father more so than the dwarf." _Legolas replied in elven.

"Awe you are so sweet. Saying I am dangerous." Veirra replied sarcastically, out of the corner of her eye she saw the red head struggle to contain her laughter, and Thorin grin after all he liked his ranger dangerous.

"I see." Thranduil sighed as he rose from his seat and came to have a closer look at them, "Thorin son of Thrain. Word has reached me that a noble quest is at hand. To reclaim a homeland and slay a dragon." Thranduil moved past looking out over his kingdom before turning back. "I myself suspect a more prosaic motive. Attempted burglary or something of that ilk. You have found a way in. You seek that which would bestow upon you the right to rule. The king's jewel, the Arkenstone. It is precious to you beyond measure." Thranduil's eyes landed on Veirra as though assessing her. He grinned knowingly as he spoke in elven. _"Or perhaps I am mistaken? It seems like someone else is also just as precious to him, not a stone or jewel." _

Veirra shook her head unable to believe what he was suggesting making him grin more, then he looked back at Thorin. "I understand, there are gems in the mountains that I too desire. White gems of pure starlight. I offer you my help."

Veirra glared venomously at the king as though she knew exactly what gems he referred to. Thorin decided to indulge Thranduil. "I am listening."

"I will let you go if you but return what is mine." Thranduil replied, and somehow Veirra's glare darkened, she hated this king it was obvious.

"A favour for a favour."

"You have my word." King Thranduil replied.

"_Worthless!" _Veirra whispered in Elven, though no one paid any attention.

"One king to another." Thranduil continued ignoring the ranger. However the words stopped Thorin.

"I would not trust Thranduil. The great king to honour his word to the end of all days be upon us!" He turned back to face Thranduil, "You! Lack all honour! I have seen how you treat your 'friends' We came to you once starving, homeless seeking your help! You turned your back, you turned away from the suffering of my people and the inferno that destroyed us!" What came next was Thorin yelling in dwarven at the elven king.

"Do not talk to me of dragon fire!" Thranduil moved closer and the pair saw through the illusion to his true face. "I know its wraith and ruin! I have faced the great serpents of the north!" Thranduil stepped away and began to ascend to his throne.

"I warned your grandfather what his greed would summon, but he would not listen. You are just like him." Thranduil ascended the steps to retake his seat and gestured to the guard. "Stay here if you will and rot. Three hundred years is the blink of an eye for an elf. I am patient, I can wait."

They seized hold of Thorin, and began taking him away Veirra moved to stop them. However she was seized as well. "No the human stays, I would speak with her."

Thorin began struggling more, as did Veirra. "Thorin!" Glaring back at Thranduil when Thorin was dragged out of sight, Veirra spat. "I have nothing to say to you!"

"But we have so much to discuss you and I." Thranduil replied his voice softening to silk, "Why such animosity? Your people were once close allies of ours."

"Not anymore! I am no friend to the elves of Mirkwood!" She snapped back, "I am friend to the elves of Rivendell and Lothlorien, but never will I be a friend to you!"

"Ah obviously you bought into dwarf lies, then." Thranduil replied as though saddened by it.

"No but the tales of men hold more truth." Veirra replied.

"And what would men know?"

"That you are a coward. That you cast your allies aside when their use wears thin." Veirra replied coldly.

"Why because I would not slaughter my people against the dragon?"

"No, it was understandable that you did not want to lead your people to be slaughtered by the dragon. That was not the problem, it was what you did afterwords. The people of Dale and dwarves of Erebor came to your borders, starved, injured, and seeking shelter. You turned them away refusing any aid at all and left them to suffer, starve, and die!"

"Who fed you these lies?!" Thranduil demanded rising from his seat and descending the steps.

"They are not lies my father never once lied to me!" Veirra snapped the shock in the king's eyes was priceless as she continued, "I was but a little girl at the time... my father heard of the attack and he along with all under his command left to lend aid. They carried as much supplies as they could and found people in a large makeshift camp just beyond _your _borders. There he and the others worked night and day to tend to those injured, he told of how he went to your borders and asked for help when the supplies ran low. My people once called you allies after all, yet said allies turned him away! All because the spoilt king did not get his precious stones, he allowed his prejudice of the dwarves to deny aid!" She yelled the last part, then took a moment to calm herself.

"Some months later my mother found my father collapsed on our front porch. He gave the last of his rations to a starving little girl, and the last of his medicine to boy with burns all over his body just to ease his passing! You think those scars on your pretty elven face would make me sympathetic to you, imagine those all over that little boy's body!" Out of the corner of her eye she saw Legolas go pale and look away, if nothing else she would spare the young prince and female elf the remainder of her tale. "As I said we have nothing to discuss! Whatever you intend to ask of me I will never do!"

The words snapped the king out of his thoughts as he looked at the woman before him. "I think you would. Convince Thorin to see reason, only you can."

Veirra looked at him confused then started laughing much to the king's annoyance. She kept laughing for another moment before saying between laughs. "Oh wow, you are insane. Thinking I could convince Thorin Oakenshield to change his mind? Really? Have you eaten too many mushrooms? Stared at the stars too long?"

"I have seen the way he looks at you," Thranduil replied in that silky seductive voice, "He would do anything for you. You could ask for the moon and stars, and he would do anything to grant your wish." Any humour Veirra felt was gone.

"You are lying!" Veirra replied shaking her head.

"Am I? Ask him and see for yourself." Thranduil replied.

"Even if it were true, I would never ask him to change his mind. Not for such a lonesome creature!" Veirra replied disgusted that his words effected her. The knowing smile left Thranduil's lips when he saw she could not be used, then she added in elven. _"You are a disgrace! You shame your kin! You heartless traitor!" _One of the other elven guards had had enough of her viscous words and struck her.

"Stop it!" Legolas called out at the guard. He glared at the guard for striking a woman. Still the look she shot the elf was frightening to behold as they realised now that striking her was the last thing he wanted to do. The one that struck her took and involuntary step back and several elves now had their hands on their weapons. Even Thranduil gripped his sword as he swallowed hard and gestured to the guards to take her away.

"I hope you reconsider." Thranduil replied as she was pulled along. Taken down into the dungeons, Veirra was soon pushed into the cell across from Thorin's.

"Veirra, what did he want?" Thorin asked.

"Did they hurt you lass?" Balin called out.

"I am fine, relax." Veirra called out then came to the bars once the elves were gone. Thorin's eyes widened when he looked at her, then he yelled out trying to see up above.

"Cowards! Striking a woman, if I ever get loose I will have your head Thranduil!"

"What? Someone hit Veirra?!" Dwalin asked trying to see. They heard feet descend the steps, and the elven prince came into view. He came towards her cell with an apologetic look, and held out a white cloth to her.

"My apologies for the way the guard acted, he will be punished for his actions." Legolas said as Veirra eyed the cloth like it might be a trap. As it was she did not believe a word from Legolas' lips. When it was clear she would not take the handkerchief from him the prince sighed. _"No man should ever strike a maiden not even when she speaks so, for words can be ignored."_

Leaving the handkerchief in the bars for her to use, he then turned and left heading back up stairs and from the dungeon, once gone she sighed and returned to the bars on her door. "What did that elf want?!" Gloin asked.

Veirra touched her lip and her finger tip came away with blood. "It doesn't matter what he wants, he is not getting anything from me." Veirra stated, she finally took the white silky cloth from the bars to dab her lip on.

"Who hit you lass?" Balin asked.

"A guard, he didn't like what I called King Thranduil." She heard someone shift up above, a guard perhaps or Legolas had not quite left. "But I can tell you this, he hits like a little girl!"

A number of dwarves burst out laughing and cheering at the response. When the laughter died down Veirra relaxed against the wall. "What did the king want?" Thorin asked.

Veirra sighed as she tilted her head back against the wall. "That Elven king has lost all sense. He asked _me _to convince _you_ to change your mind. He said only I could convince you to agree to what he wants. It is ridiculous of course, but he wanted me to ask you to change your mind. I told him even if I held such sway over you, I would never ask you to change your mind."

Suddenly the dwarf cells grew strangely silent, and Thorin looked away. "I—I do not hold that kind of sway over you, do I? Thorin? It is a joke right? He is insane, right?"

When Thorin didn't answer or look up, she looked across to Balin. The older dwarf gave a soft smile as though to tell her that she did have that kind of power over Thorin. "Ask me, Veirra and I will agree to what Thranduil wants." Thorin's voice finally came, Veirra stiffened at his words and looked to Thorin's cell. She thought a moment, but she did not want this kind of power over him.

"No, no I will not ask anything of you Thorin. I will not ask you to change your mind and aid the very elves that betrayed your people. For if I did I fear you would never forgive me and I do not need something else added to the long list of reasons for you to hate and despise me." Veirra replied, then turned away blushing at the thought. She did not see Thorin look up at her with disbelief in his eyes. He would have given anything to pull her against him and kiss her until she accepted the truth. Again the cells grew strangely quiet, then Ori spoke up.

"I don't get it, Veirra. You were friendly enough with the elves in Rivendell. Can't you sweet talk them into letting us go?"

"These are not the elves of Rivendell, Ori. I am no friend to these elves. Besides I think Kili would have better chance charming them than I since he and Fili are the charmers of the group. Half the elves here already want to kill me."

"I don't know the prince seems sweet on you." Dwalin teased and made kissing noises to tease her, getting a number of laughs. So Veirra came back to her bars.

"Oh so are you suggesting Master Dwalin that I use my charm and bat my eyelashes at the prince?" Veirra replied making her voice as sweet as honey and was batting her eyelashes.

"You know lass I believe you could charm him pretty well with that voice and batting your eyelashes." Balin spoke up, causing Veirra to burst out laughing. It took her a moment or two to finally stop. "No, no I am no charmer. I lack the ability to seduce anyone, I would have better luck convincing a cave troll to wear a dress." Looking at the dwarves she could see from her cell, she realised that Thorin watched her carefully like he wanted to tell her differently.

"What a sight that would be, to see a cave troll in a dress." A familiar red head stepped down the stairs and came to stand before her cell.

"Well if you wish to see a cave troll in a dress, best to ask the charmers over there." Veirra gestured.

"I have questions, you said your father was a ranger who came to aid those that fled the dragon. But that was sixty years ago, it would have happened before you were born." The red head said expecting to catch her in a lie.

"No I was seven when it happened." Veirra corrected.

"Seven? But men only live about eighty years, and you look no older then twenty-five winters." she protested.

"Yes, but not the Dunedain, they have a similar life span to that of a dwarf." Veirra replied, causing the red head to gasp.

"You are of the Dunedain?!"

"Shhh it is a secret, and no giving away my age either." Veirra replied joking with her even as her companions heard her.

"I never met one of your kind before."

"What is your name? I never caught it." Veirra asked.

"I am Tauriel." She replied.

"It is good to meet you Tauriel. I am Veirra, a ranger of the North and obvious prisoner." Veirra said jokingly. It got the elf to laugh, but then the smile faded as she took a seat on the steps outside her cell.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well here is chapter 18 and a bit more history on Veirra. I know this might be a bit unexpected as far as her parents and such goes. I know I wanted to keep some things carefully unmentioned until the appropriate chapter. Which is why her father and his actions were carefully avoided in previous chapters. As the author I love throwing shocking revelations in there, and Veirra well no one really asked about her family and she was not going to blabber on about it. There was only tiny hints as to other reasons Veirra might help the dwarves. I refer to the chapter where she conversed with Arwen in Rivendell.**

**I know the logic behind Veirra helping the company may be called into question about now. To explain it is mainly a case of she having multiple reasons for helping the company. At the top would be Gandalf asked for her help. She owed him for helping her and Atrice, so it is mainly to do with repaying a debt. Yes there is a part of her that wants the dragon dead to honour her father in some small way, especially since she views herself as a disgrace. And lastly now she had grown fond of the company, and has deep feelings for Thorin. **

**For the beginning part of the story it has focused on the main reason Veirra helps the company, and her wanting to repay Gandalf. Also yes there was a lot of reluctance from her in the beginning because she would be close to Dwarven men, but that is what I wanted the focus to be on. Which is why I did the shocking revelation also I did it because she has a lot of animosity towards King Thranduil and him going pale would be just priceless.**

**Also to keep true to the stories timeline of Smaug attacking Erebor 60 years prior, Veirra revealed she is a Dunedain, which is what Aragorn in Lord of the Rings is, albeit a bit younger than Aragorn (Aragorn was 80+ in the War of the Ring). ****Now just because the Dunedain are known to live about the same lifespan of a Dwarf does not mean Veirra would. For starters Veirra is of both Rohan and Gondor. There is some Dunedain blood in the mix, but not the full batch. But she would be around for a good long while yet.**

**Anyway that aside I hope you enjoyed this chapter and hope to hear from you in the reviews. If it helps my birthday is this Saterday and Reviews would make excellent birthday presents.**

**Lesliezin**


	19. An Rohirric Lullaby

**Hello all, **

**Well new month means new chapter, so here is chapter 19. Enjoy**

* * *

><p>For a while the two women talked curious about one another. Veirra found that this elf was nothing like her kin here in Mirkwood, which was a refreshing change. Originally she thought most of the elves of Mirkwood were all selfish like their king. While Tauriel seemed intrigued by a lone female ranger travelling with a bunch of Dwarves. It turned out the pair were becoming fast friends as Tauriel did not refute what Thranduil had done. It led Veirra to believe the elf had her own doubts about Thranduil, perhaps she had seen how cold hearted he was? There was an obvious story there, but Veirra did not get the chance to ask.<p>

"I was horrified by your tale and what King Thranduil did." Tauriel confessed still finding it hard to believe, "I can scarcely believe he would do that. So is that why you joined this company?"

"It was one of many reasons. The greatest reason was a friend asked me to join and since I owed him, I agreed only to shadow this lot. However fate had other plans and so I am an unofficial member of the company." Veirra answered then added. "I do not normally speak of my family, but felt Thranduil deserved to know of the extent of his betrayal. I left out the worse part to spare you and the prince." Veirra replied getting comfortable on the floor by the cell door.

"What could be worse than Thranduil's betrayal of your father?" Tauriel asked. Veirra sighed as she gathered her thoughts.

"My father did not suffer long afterwords. He was grief stricken at the loss of a close friend in Dale, at the people lost, suffering and dying. My father had a big heart he did not just give the last of his food and medicine to two children, he gave his cloak to a dwarf woman and her infant to keep them warm. It would not seem like much, except he returned home in the dead of winter."

"What madness would drive him to return home without adequate supplies?" Balin asked from his cell. The other dwarves had been listening to the pair, and had remained mostly silent until now.

"My seventh birthday. He wanted to be there, he promised he would be there. He had already missed so many of my birthdays, and swore he would not miss another. He collapsed on our porch because he grew sick and was half frozen. Before his sickness became too great he sent word out, he made sure everyone knew what Thranduil did."

"What do you mean?" Tauriel asked not paying attention to the thirteen Dwarf eyes that watched them.

"Not since Erebor has a ranger ventured into Mirkwood, or lent aid to the elves here. My father was not just a mere captain of a group of rangers, he was well respected and well known. No one answers your king's call for aid even as your forest sickens around you. My father told any that would listen of what your king did, how he was turned away when my father only asked that your king aid those that survived. It is because of your king my father did not live to see another year, he died not a month later." Veirra said.

"I am so sorry." Tauriel swallowed hard, now fully understanding why Veirra's eyes filled with hatred at the mere sight of the elven king. Soon the dungeon grew silent. The dwarves were suddenly very quiet and Veirra could feel Thorin's eyes on her.

"What was he like? Your father?" Thorin asked softly.

"He was kind, loving and loyal. He was extremely loyal to the point that his well being always came last. Our family had a saying: 'If you feel in your heart that something is wrong, than make right.' My father was the epitome of that, he lived and died by that saying."

"He sounded like an honourable man, lass." Balin replied, "If I may ask, what of your mother?"

Veirra did not look up, but answered regardless. "My mother missed him deeply, I knew she was heart broken at the loss. She often said that when you find the one you are destined for one can not survive without the other. She was right in that. She grew ill and died the same year several months later. The night she passed on I stayed by her bedside, and she gave me this." She held up the protection stone, that the elf in the woods tried to take. "She said my father got it from his best friend in Dale before the dragon came. My mother was pregnant at the time with me but was having complications, so my father was given this stone for his wife to keep her safe. She said it was a reminder not just of my father and her, but of Erebor and Dale. She said it would keep me safe when she and my father could not. Silly as that sounds."

Again it grew rather silent as Veirra toyed with the stone, but she could tell they wanted her to continue. "After that my mother's youngest sister came and raised me until I came of age, and that is about it. While I had nothing against my aunt, we just never really bonded. She never liked my father much."

"They often say memories fade with time. Do you remember them well?" Tauriel asked concerned.

"I remember my father would come home and smell of the wilds, of earth, wood smoke, and river water. Sadly after sixty years the image fades and becomes harder to see no matter how you cling to it. I remember my mother washed her hair with this lilac and jasmine oil my father would get for her in Dale. Mostly it is smells I recall best, but I also remember my father was strong, I thought him invincible but I suppose every child views their father that way. I also remember my mother had the most beautiful voice because she sung to me every night when my father was away."

Tauriel looked so saddened by the tale. "What did she sing?"

"An old Rohirric song, it tells the tale of a maiden who fears for her betrothed for he is going to battle. The song tells how she went to the stables the night before he is to leave and begs the horse that he is to ride. She begs the horse to carry him to battle and return with him, but should he fall she asks the horse to be the messenger and return. Some of the tales that started the song say the man fell in battle, others say he returned home; and there are some that say the horse returned alone and carried the maiden to him. It is anyone's guess, but the song was always sung for those that would leave home to ensure that they returned. It calmed me when I feared my father would not come home, especially when my mother sang it."

"It sounds beautiful." Tauriel replied trying to imagine the song and what it must have sounded like. She wanted to ask the ranger to sing it, but felt it may be pushing. After all the woman was being held prisoner. Eventually though she worked up the courage to ask Veirra. "If it is not too bold may I ask that you please sing it?"

"Oh no, I am not as good as my mother at singing I would butcher the song." Veirra replied shaking her head and a smile formed as the subject became lighter in mood.

"Awe but you have peaked our interest!" Fili called out almost begging. Veirra peaked over at Thorin who pretended not to be interested. Though his piercing blue eyes said otherwise.

"But it is in Rohirric you will not understand a word I am saying." Veirra pointed out, by then Kili was also pleading along with his brother. A moment later Bofur, and Ori started begging.

"I do not think it matters to them, nor will they leave you be until you sing it, lass. Besides we are not going anywhere any time soon." Balin laughed causing Veirra to groan.

"Alright, alright you nagging girls! But keep in mind it is not a joyful song, nor am I very good at singing." Veirra finally gave in and they quieted down. Veirra cleared her throat a few times.

Thorin could no longer feign disinterest as he watched Veirra intently, with a shaky voice she started to sing in the tongue of the horse lords. In Rohirric the song was hauntingly beautiful and Veirra's voice sounded sweeter then honey. Even though the words and meaning escaped the dwarves and elf listening; the intended purpose of the song was not lost. It was a tragic song, but also calming to hear even locked away as they were. Veirra's soft voice echoed through the dungeon and even drew the ears of the elven prince looking for Tauriel. He came in as Veirra finished the first verse and started the second. The Mirkwood prince had not the heart to interrupt the song as he listened in. Eventually the song ended as beautifully as it began.

"That was beautiful." Legolas spoke surprising Tauriel and Veirra along with the other dwarves. He came down the steps and into view. "Forgive me for eavesdropping, but I was looking for Tauriel and heard the song. What language was that?"

"It is Rohirric," Veirra replied, "The language of the horse lords of Rohan."

"It was beautiful, I dare say your voice would put to shame many an elf maidens." Hearing those words from the Elven prince made Veirra blush.

"Thank you, but my mother sang the song much more beautifully then I." Veirra replied and peeked at Tauriel, the elf maiden was glad that the prince was no longer focused on her as she tried to suppress a smile.

"Then you must have your mother's voice and not yet know it, for I can not fathom anyone else singing it as beautifully as you have." Legolas smiled at her causing her cheeks to go even redder and for her to duck her head. Distinctly the elven prince felt the icy glare from Thorin and looked over. The dwarf lord looked like he wanted to kill him, but the prince ignored it. "Come Tauriel we are expected above."

Tauriel nodded and rose from her seat. "It was a pleasure to speak to you Veirra. Thank you for singing that beautiful song."

Veirra merely shrugged it off. "It was nothing just do not ask me to sing again."

Veirra looked to the others, it was Kili who spoke next once the two elves were gone. "Can you sing us to sleep Veirra?"

"No! I am not and no amount of begging, nagging, or pleading will change my mind. So do not even consider attempting it." Veirra replied as her cheeks reddened then she went and laid down on the makeshift bed to rest. However she was haunted by the hallucinations of her in Thorin's arms. It all felt so real and intense. _'It was not real, it would never have happened! So forget about it and go to sleep!' _She told herself, she did dose off for a time; but was plagued by dreams of Thorin. Eventually she woke to something being dropped on the ground, but tried to tune out the noises until she heard voices. "I always thought it is a cold light. Remote and far away." Kili's voice reached her and she peeked out to find Tauriel standing by his cell door.

"It is memory, precious and pure. Like your promise." Tauriel replied, and handed something back to Kili, a stone perhaps? The beautiful conversation that followed between the pair as they spoke of the stars made Veirra smile, and Tauriel sat beside Kili's cell as they talked for a time. _'Kili you charmer you.' _Veirra thought, but dared not disturb them. Lying back down she closed her eyes.

When she opened her eyes again she heard her companions talking. "We are never going to reach the mountain in time." Ori said.

Sighing she got to her feet and stretched before coming to the bars. "Not stuck in here you are not." Bilbo replied holding up the keys. Different ones called out overjoyed to see him. "Shh there are guards nearby!"

He moved about opening the cells, and when he got to Veirra's she threw her arms about him hugging the hobbit. Then kissed his cheek making him blush, "You are amazing you know that?"

The dwarves were about to go up when Bilbo stopped them. "Not that way, this way."

Thus he led them down stairs and into the cellar where two guards sleep at a table. "This way."

"I don't believe it, we're in the cellars!" Kili whispered.

"Your suppose to lead us out, not further in." Bofur whispered.

"I know what I am doing." Bilbo replied. Sure enough it was the wine cellar to be precise. As they got into the cellar it led to a dead end with nothing but wine shelves and empty barrels in the middle stacked on top of each other. "Everyone climb into the barrels quickly."

Everyone looked at Bilbo then like he had lost his mind, but Dwalin was the first to point it out. "Are you mad? They will find us."

"No, no they won't. I promise, please you have to trust me." Bilbo replied.

"Do as he says." Thorin said, and so they climbed into the barrels.

"Uhh Bilbo what now? Do we pretend to be wine bottles?" She asked teasing him.

"What do we do now?" Bofur asked.

"Hold your breathe." Bilbo instructed, some of them looked at her to which she merely shrugged. Then they saw Bilbo pull a lever. "Uh-oh." Veirra said, then the barrels rolled down a trap door and into the water.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well here is a bit more on Veirra's parents, history, and the necklace she wears. I also wanted a bit more interaction with Legolas because he seemed kind of mean in the Hobbit movies at first. Hence the whole song bit and Legolas looking for Tauriel. That aside do not expect Veirra to actually sing again any time soon, LOL. Anyway hoped you all enjoyed and hope to hear from you in the reviews.**

**Lesliezin**


	20. A Barrel of Laughs with Orcs

**Hello all,**

**Hell here is the latest chapter since it is a new month. Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Veirra gasped when she came up for air soaked her dark tunic clung to her body as she ran her fingers through her wet dark red hair to get rid of the access water. The water was freezing as she shivered and Thorin looked to her worried then he looked up and she followed his gaze. Where was Bilbo? As if to answer her question Bilbo fell through the trap door into the water. "Bilbo you alright?"<p>

"Nicely done Master Baggins." Thorin replied with a grin.

Bilbo merely nodded and waved at Thorin as if it was nothing especially since Bilbo shivered in the cold water. Without much more said Thorin led the others towards freedom as the dwarves paddled their way along. Soon the current picked up in speed carrying them faster with Bilbo holding onto the side of a barrel, and Veirra trying to pull him up. That was when a horn sounded, an elven horn and Veirra looked ahead at the elven gate. The elven guards rushed to close it, and Veirra felt their chance to escape slipping away as the guard pulled the lever. Soon the water gate closed cutting off their escape and as the elves drew swords, Veirra groaned. Then out of nowhere an arrow struck one of the elven guards, and out came Orcs over the walls and out of the woods. _"Slay them all!" _

_'This keeps getting better and better!' _Veirra thought sarcastically as an Orc jumped at her and landed partly on the barrel she was in. Narrowly she caught his hand that was going to bring a blade down upon her, when she saw Bilbo draw his sword and stab the Orc. "Thanks."

Grabbing the Orc's blade and some daggers from the Orc, Veirra began slashing any Orcs that drew close enough to her or the others close by. She did not see Kili get out of his barrel and fight his way to the lever. "Kili!" Fili cried out making her look around, then up at the lever. Just in time to see an Orc get shot with an arrow that had been about to finish Kili off. Looking back she saw Tauriel fighting the Orcs.

"_Kill her! Kill the she-elf!" _Seeing some more Orcs rush Tauriel, Veirra pulled one of the daggers she took and threw it. It hit with deadly accuracy a Orc thinking to sneak up on the elf maiden. Then Veirra heard the gate opening and looked back, Kili had opened the gate and was sliding to the edge to drop back into the barrel with the arrow still sticking out of his leg. Veirra heard the snap of the arrow being broken and winced as she saw Kili's expression. Then the barrels were pushed forward by the current, she might have stayed behind to help Tauriel and Legolas who just arrived. They were kinder then their kin but with no weapons except those she took from Orcs she would be useless. Instead she tried to keep Bilbo's head above water and use the sword on any that got too close.

The currents became more violent as they went over a small waterfall, and the Orcs gave chase on either side of the river. "Hang on Bilbo!"

Even as she called out the Orcs took shots at the company and one arrow hit the barrel she was in and almost hit the poor hobbit. Pulling one of the other daggers she was about to kill the orc archer when an arrow struck him. The flash of blonde hair told her who it was, Legolas. Still there was too many Orcs and only two elves giving chase that stopped the Orcs. Meanwhile the dwarves fought off Orcs that jumped at them and took weapons to defend themselves even as they moved down the rapids.

Veirra was busy trying to protect herself and Bilbo when she heard the crashing of a barrel on land and saw one rolling along one side of the river bank and then bouncing to another. Then the barrel stood up and was slashing about as Orcs drew near, when the barrel fell apart Bombur ran for the next empty barrel ahead in the water and jumped in. Off to her right she saw the pair of elves running and following shooting the Orcs that got in their way. Another tried to surprise the woodland prince and taking the dagger she had threw it just as Legolas turned to face the orc he realised someone had thrown the dagger, the ranger. For a moment he looked at her surprised by the gesture, then gave chase.

Veirra watched the prince jump onto the heads of two of her companions as he shot Orcs, and tried to keep them alive. "Veirra!" Thorin's voice yelled out as she had not seen the orc that lunged for her, looking back she saw the foul creature jump for her barrel blade held high, then he was thrown back as an arrow struck him. Legolas had saved her just after she had saved him. The elven prince eventually got back on shore and continued fighting two other Orcs, and was so busy he could do nothing against the third coming for him. Veirra was too far away to throw the sword she held. "Legolas look out!"

A second later Thorin threw his blade hitting the orc that tried to get Legolas from behind. She watched him as they moved past, the prince was surprised to have been saved once by her then by Thorin of all people. The current continued for a long ways carrying them further up downstream, the Orcs could not keep up, and slowly the current died out. "I think we out run the Orcs." Bofur called out.

"Not for long, we lost the current." Thorin replied, "Make for the shore."

Getting to shore, Veirra helped Bilbo up. "Are you alright, Master Bilbo? Those Orcs were close."

"Unharmed." Bilbo replied, she smiled about to say good when they heard a groan and she turned to Kili as he knelt in pain. As she moved towards him she saw him holding his injury and wincing.

"I'm fine, it's nothing." Kili replied he told Bofur.

"That is my line, Kili. We need to get the arrowhead out." Veirra replied.

"On your feet." Thorin replied.

"Kili is hurt. His leg needs binding." Fili replied.

"There is an orc pack on our tail. We keep moving."

"All the more reason to bind Kili's leg first, otherwise they will catch us up." Veirra pointed out.

"But to where?" Balin asked.

"To the mountain of course. We are so close." Bilbo replied.

"A lake lies between us and that mountain. There is no way to cross it."

"So we go around." Bilbo replied. Veirra knelt down by Kili and looked over the injury.

"I need to get the arrowhead out. Fili hold him." Fili gripped Kili's shoulders as Veirra gripped the end of the arrow. She looked up awaiting their readiness before she pulled the arrowhead out and tossed it aside. A fool's mistake that she did not check what type of arrowhead it was for she would have recognised it to be poisonous. Looking around she groaned. "Damn it all my gear the elves took. I have nothing to bind the wound."

"It is alright Veirra, it is not your fault." Kili smiled bravely, then she thought of something. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the handkerchief Legolas had given her. "Is that not a present from your prince?" Kili teased.

Veirra shook her head, even injured the young dwarf teased her as she bound his leg with the white cloth. "This will have to do for now until Oin or I can better see to your injury."

All the while the group talked about what to do and Dwalin pointed out the greatest problem. They were in the wilds with no weapons, she hated being defenceless. She felt even more so when they realised they were not alone. A man pointed a bow at them and they only had sticks and crude orc weapons. Kili tried to throw a orc knife but it was shot from his hand, immediately she stepped in front of Kili to keep him safe. "Do it again and your dead."

Balin stepped forward to try reasoning with the man and hire his boat for use. Ever the negotiator Balin was as the man lowered his bow and started to collect the barrels they had once used onto his barge. Being the smooth talker Balin asked about his children and wife, only to find that he had a son and two girls, but that the man's wife had passed on. "Oh come on enough with the niceties." Dwalin groaned gaining the man's full attention.

"This is not working," Balin said in a hushed tone to Veirra, "Lass if there was ever a time to try now is it."

"Try what?" Veirra asked.

"To use your charm." Balin replied, making Veirra almost choke.

"Very funny Balin."

"I was not joking lass." Balin replied seriously.

"Oh come now, I could no sooner charm the prince of Mirkwood than this man. I am no charmer." Veirra replied as she watched the man.

"I think you underestimate yourself lass." Balin pointed out, "You are smart, beautiful, funny, and an exceptional woman and warrior."

"Do you really think I could charm him into helping us?" Veirra asked sceptically as she looked at Balin, the dwarf nodded. "Umm okay I guess I could try..."

The man was turning away. "I know where they barrels came from. I don't know what business you had with the elves but it does not look like it ended well."

"That was because the elves lacked manners," Veirra replied trying to make her voice as soft as silk as she smirked, "They have been in their woodland realm too long to appreciate the outside world."

"And.. who are you?" The man asked cautiously.

"I am their guide." Veirra gestured to her companions, "It was suppose to be a simple journey but the elves have grown cold and so very distant. It was heart breaking to watch. Would you please find it in your heart to help us?"

"I wish I could, but no one enters Lake town but by leave of the Master. All his wealth comes from trade with the woodland realm, he would see you in irons before risking the wrath of King Thranduil."

"I'll wager there are ways to enter that town unseen." Balin replied.

"There are but for that you would need a smuggler." The man replied as he put his bow away, looking to Balin he gestured at her and she rolled her eyes before coming closer. "And for that we would pay double. Please sir would you really leave us out here defenceless?"

The man looked at her surprised as he now considered what it would mean to leave her and these dwarves out here. The man sighed as stood up. "Very well, I see your point. But in order to get you in..." He pointed at the dwarves, "They would have to pay a lot."

"What about me?" Veirra asked wary.

"I would not dare charge such a lady for this service." The man smiled and held out his hand. "My name is Bard."

Taking his hand she smiled surprised that she had managed to charm any man, "Veirra, thank you."

The boat ride was mostly quiet with Thorin in a foul mood, and Veirra still surprised to had influenced Bard enough to smuggle them into Lake Town. Still Veirra looked out at the misty lake thinking to herself. "Did not know you could charm a man did you lass?" Balin replied softly as he counted the coins they would need to pay Bard.

"No I honesty thought he would laugh at my sad attempt to charm him." Veirra replied blushing.

"Awe lass when are you going to see how you melt even the most cold of heart like butter?" Balin chuckled. _'I guess never?' _Veirra thought as a blush crept over her cheeks.

"Look out!" Bofur called out, and she looked up to see the pillar that they came close to but did not hit.

"What are you trying to do drown us?" Thorin asked still in a foul mood.

"I was born and bred on these waters master dwarf. If I was going to drown you I would not do it here." Bard answered, as he manoeuvred the boat.

"I have had enough of this lippy lake man. I say we throw him overboard and be done with it." Dwalin replied in a low voice. Veirra looked ahead tired after all that they had suffered and tried to ignore the rest of the conversation. "I do not like him, nor the way he looked at Veirra."

Hearing her name, Veirra looked up at Dwalin surprised, then caught on most of the dwarves didn't like Legolas or this Bard getting so friendly with her. They were protective of her because they felt she had Thorin's heart. _'That is ridiculous! Now you are imagining things that just are not there!' _She scolded. Then looked to Thorin who looked at her with an intense look that made her shiver before looking away.

"Well regardless we do not have to like him, we simply have to pay him." Balin said, "Hold on we are a wee bit short by ten pieces."

"Gloin come on give us what you have." Thorin replied.

"Don't look to me, I have been bled dry by this venture." Gloin started.

"Here I have..." Veirra looked in her pouch. "I have four." She set them down.

"You are not suppose to be paying lass." Balin replied.

"Well what Bard does not know will not harm him." Veirra replied.

"Gloin come on now." Balin replied turning back to Gloin who continued to complain until the group saw the lonely mountain, then he readily handed over his coins. That was when Bilbo cleared his throat and Bard came over.

"The money quick." Bard said.

"You will get your money when we get our provisions and not before." Thorin replied a bit more calm now.

"If you value your freedom you will do as I say." Bard said looking ahead. "There are guards up ahead."

"Do you promise not to betray us?" Veirra asked in the same voice she used on him before.

"I promise you that this is to help you." Bard replied. Veirra looked to Thorin who reluctantly nodded and Balin gave him the money. "Now quickly hide in the barrels."

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well they escaped the Elves and have now met Bard.**

**There is not a whole lot to mention for this chapter in particular, but I think have mentioned this before. I have written ahead and have most of the story written out. Usually I post a chapter a month doing a reread to try and catch mistakes before posting the chapter. Having said that I have recently just finished the writing for the third movie Battle of Five Armies, now it is just a matter of adding in the extended scenes when the extended edition comes out (Usually it is in time for Christmas). So I may start posting two chapters a month this the Desolation of Smaug content has a ways to go before the story enters 5 Armies territory.**

**Let me know what you think and I hope you enjoyed the latest chapter.**

**Please feel free to review away.**

**Lesliezin**


	21. Dresses and Rangers do not Mix

**Hello all,**

**Well as mentioned in the previous Author's Notes I am going to start posting two chapters a month since we do not have long before the battle of Five Armies extended edition is out. Anyway enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Each one of the Dwarves, the Hobbit, and the ranger climbed into a barrel to hide. They waited as the boat moved along. Soon the boat came to a dock or so Bilbo said, as he peeked through a hole in his barrel. However Thorin's mind was far from the current situation. Instead he focused on how Veirra was so lovely. The looks he saw Legolas and Bard give her could not really be ignored, even if the looks Legolas gave were merely his imagination. The damn Elf praised her singing! As if the elf had a right to say what Thorin thought! Now the bargeman dared to look at her like that! The more Thorin thought about it the more angry he got, he was already fuming at the way Veirra spoke to Bard. Did she have to flirt with that bargeman?! Finally his anger became too much as they waited.<p>

"It does not take much to win you over." Thorin spat from inside his barrel. "A fair haired Elf praising you, or an smart mouthed lake-man!"

Veirra knew the words were directed at her after all who else would he be so angry with? No one else had interaction with both elf and man. Still his angry words surprised her a little, wasn't she suppose to get them onto the boat by charming Bard? Looking in the direction of Thorin's voice she knew he was in the barrel to her left. Still her own temper got the better of her. "Are we really doing this now? Seriously?!" Veirra asked annoyed.

"You two are not fighting again are you?!" Balin asked with a groan, he thought their days of arguing had finally come to an end after Goblin Town. Apparently he was wrong.

"I saw the way she looked at him!" Thorin whispered harshly trying to justify his anger.

"The way I looked at him?! Really because I am guessing you are blind! Geez there is just no impressing you is there?! I either do something that helps us or I mess up severely!" Veirra replied completely forgetting that they were hiding in barrels.

"Guys come on not now!" Bilbo replied, hoping to stop the fighting before their argument was overheard.

"No, no it is alright Bilbo. Apparently my ability to charm was not what Thorin wanted even though it got us on this boat." Veirra replied in a harsh whisper.

"Oh and elven prince do not forget how you had him wrapped about your finger!" Thorin pointed out.

"Are you drunk?! I did not have Legolas wrapped around my finger!" Veirra argued, thinking Thorin must be drunk to think she had any control over the woodland prince.

"Ah that explains how you are on a first name basis!" Thorin spat.

"That does it! I am so sick of you..." Veirra whispered.

"Uh guys.." Bilbo was now trying to draw the attention back to the fact that Bard was pointing and gesturing at the boat or more importantly the barrels.

"Do you want me to admit to charming them both? Is that what you want?! Fine I charmed them both, so what?!" She whispered angry, but was sick of Thorin's attitude. What did he really care anyway? Mirkwood had been an illusion, albeit a very pleasant one; but still an illusion no less. Now suddenly her sad attempt to flirt and get them on the boat had somehow pissed Thorin off? What did it take to impress him?! Wait she was trying to impress him? _'So what if I was trying to impress the great Thorin Oakenshield? Not like my efforts would do any good!' _Veirra thought bitterly as she shook her head.

"Uh Veirra that is not help-"

"Quiet Balin!" Veirra snapped in a harsh whisper as she voiced her negative opinion. "Does it matter to you if I charmed them?! I am not of any value to you! Also guess what you do not need to worry even if there was the slightest bit of interest in me it would die out the moment they would find out that I am not some innocent maiden! They would tuck tail and run like I am some diseased thing everyone else has thus far!" Her words silenced them, and she felt tears sting her eyes. After a moment Veirra swallowed hard to keep her voice steady and forced it to go ice cold. "Is that not the way _you _view me? With disgust in your heart. You only keep me around to help guide you to the mountain otherwise you would have cast me aside long ago. You only act as though I am important to you when in truth I am nothing!"

Thorin wanted to scream in frustration, he wanted to jump out of the barrel and yank her out of hers and shake her. Did she not see the effect she had on him? Or was her negative outlook what prevented her from seeing herself as more? Was it truly so hard for her to see he cared for her? He tried to calm himself so he could answer her reasonably. After all he had seen that elven prince praising her, and now the barge-man's eyes lingered on her! Of course he was angry to have others looking at her in such ways. However by the time he calmed himself and was ready to tell her just how much he valued her it was too late. He had opened his mouth to speak and ended up being kissed by a fish.

Finally silence Veirra tilted her head back against the side of the barrel to relax when she was met by cold fish. She almost jumped out of her barrel. _'Great! First fighting with Thorin! Now covered in fish! This day just keeps getting better!' _Veirra thought as she sat there, at least the fish would keep everyone quiet and she would not have to hear Thorin complain about her charming the elf and man. Instead she heard Bard get back aboard and felt the boat moving again. "Stay in your barrels." Bard said.

Soon the boat resumed course, she did not bother to keep track of time or how long she was there but eventually some of the dwarves complained and Bard kicked one of their barrels. "Quiet! We are approaching the toll gate."

At this point Veirra hardly cared, perhaps staying in this barrel and hiding away forever was best. She bit down on her lip as she let some tears flow freely. Everything she said she knew to be true, but did Thorin have to argue with her and force her to come out with it like that? She heard Bard talking to the toll gate guard and then another voice entered. The voice of a slimy backstabber was a good way to describe it. A voice that claimed to work for the Master. "Toss these fish over the side."

Veirra froze and felt both hers and Thorin's barrels being moved. "The folk in this town are struggling. Times are hard and food is scarce."

"That is not my problem is it?" The slimy voice asked, and Veirra considered how best to snap him in two for his uncaring nature.

"And when the people hear the Master is dumping fish back into the lake? When the rioting starts? Will it be your problem then?" Bard asked, hoping the slimy fool caved in.

"Stop." She felt her barrel being put back upright. "Ever the people's champion eh Bard? Protector of the common folk. You might be their favourite right now barge man but it will not last."

Soon the boat continued on its way, and Veirra sighed in relief. Eventually they stopped again and she felt a few of the barrels being tipped over, she peaked out and saw others getting out of their barrels. Standing up she was trying to climb out when a hand took hers and she looked up to see Bard, giving him a shy smile. "Here let me help you."

Veirra could only nod as she let him help her out of the barrel ignoring Thorin's glare. The slippery fish made it hard to get out and so she stumbled. The bargeman's firm arm wrapped around her waist to help steady her, and Veirra tried to ignore his touch and the icy glare from Thorin. Partially lifted from the barrel Veirra found her feet and subtly stepped away from Bard's arms. While Bard turned to another man and paid him some coins. "You did not see them. They were never here. The fish you can have for nothing."

Cleaning herself off some she refused to look at her companions, especially Thorin. "Follow me." Bard called and the group followed him from his barge and the barrels. At least it was the last she would see of those awful barrels.

"Where are we?" Bilbo asked as the group peaked around a corner.

"This Master Baggins is the world of Men." Thorin answered moving ahead as Veirra sighed at the sharp way he said the word 'men'. Apparently their argument would not soon be forgotten, but did he have to sound so disgusted by being here?! These were her kin!

"Keep your heads down and keep moving." Bard said. While Veirra could easily fit in with the people of Lake Town a group of dwarves and a hobbit could not so easily.

"Halt!" Veirra's head shot up as a guard pointed to their group. Before she could react a hand gripped her wrist and yanked her along.

"C'mon move!" Thorin called as he pulled her along and their group quickly followed with the guard still calling out. As they ran into a market area the space became more compact and Thorn abruptly stopped as a guard appeared in front of him. Being crushed between Thorin and the dwarves behind her almost knocked the wind out of her. As the guards rushed to detain them her companions quickly used what was around to trip up and knock out the guards with a stunned group of locals watching.

The last one sought to sneak up on Thorin and was not expecting her as she called out as she tapped him on the shoulder. "Hey!"

When the guard spun around her knee came up to his groin knocking the wind out of him as he doubled over then she side stepped as Ori brought an ore down on his head. Immediately they hid the unconscious guards from view and hid themselves. On instinct she knelt down behind a crate as the locals went about their business and a new voice called out. "What is going on here?"

Obviously the locals were content to pretend they had seen and heard nothing making Veirra smile and was glad to be in the world of men yet again. "Stay where you are nobody leaves."

Veirra swallowed hard as Bard came forward to intercept the guard captain. "Braga."

"You, what are you up to Bard?" The one called Braga asked suspicious.

"Me? I am up to nothing." Bard said as Veirra's breath caught in her chest, one of the guards on the ground was waking up. That was when a flower pot fell on him from a sweet lady with a fishnet over her hair and Veirra grinned, then covered her mouth to keep from giggling. All the while Thorin glared at her as if to say: 'Don't you dare laugh!' To calm him she shook her head, as the guard captain came to investigate the noise. To her surprise the locals were very loyal to Bard as they purposely concealed the unconscious guards.

Daring a peek out as Bard got Braga's attention, Veirra had to cover her mouth as he held up a ladies lace corset. "Hey Braga, your wife would look lovely in this."

"What do you know of my wife?" Braga asked, and the innocent look on Bard's face brought tears to Veirra's eyes as she stifled her laughter and received a death glare from Thorin.

"I know her as well as any man in this town." Bard answered innocently, it was enough to anger Braga as he yanked the garment away and tossed it aside before walking away. The man released a sigh then spotted her and had to smile at how hard it was for her to keep from laughing.

Once the guards were gone, he gestured for them to follow and Veirra got to her feet. She could not help it as she picked up the discarded corset. "Bard, you know her as well as any man in this town?"

The shocked expression and blush on Bard's face only made Veirra laugh. "No I do not really know his wife like that, but several other men do." Bard said with a smirk.

Veirra shook her head as she set the corset down still chuckling. However the foul glare never left Thorin's face, and Veirra wondered if his face would become stuck like that is she slapped him on the back. Soon the group continued on their way and were then met by a young boy who ran around the corner to them. "Da our house, it is being watched."

Bard looked back at those he smuggled into Lake Town. "I have a plan but you may not like it."

"It is alright Bard. Speak your mind." Veirra replied. Bard pointed out that they would need to come up into the house via the toilet. Nobody really liked that plan, but Veirra was not about to complain if it meant she could relax for five seconds. On Veirra's part she tried to blank out what she did in the next few minutes. Namely coming up from someone's toilet. As the young lad pointed the way upstairs she smiled. "Thank you."

"Da why is there dwarves coming up from our toilet?" A young woman asked.

"Will they bring us luck?" On entering the house she saw two girls: one about sixteen, the other about nine.

That was when Veirra came up shivering and the youngest pointed at her. "She is no dwarf, Sigrid." The older daughter looked at her father for answers. "She is very pretty, like I imagined mother would look."

"Tilda!" Sigrid gasped and turned back to Veirra, "I am sorry she sometimes talks without thinking."

"It is alright, I know she meant well." Veirra replied trying not to blush at the girl now known as Tilda.

"Here, these should fit you well." Bard said and Veirra turned as he handed her some clothes. Shyly she took them. "You can get changed in there." Bard gestured to the next room and let her slip by to do just that. Once alone she released the breath she held and began squeezing our her hair. Next she got changed, almost cringing at the clothes, Bard had handed her a dress of all things. She hated many things: She hated being around people, she hated Orcs, Wargs, and Goblins. She hated men that mistreated women, but loathed dresses with a passion. She sighed and took off her clothes, she could endure a dress for a day or so, then once her own clothes were dry change back. However coming out of the room in a dress proved much harder to do.

"Are you alright lass?" Balin called after knocking.

"Umm well mostly okay, though not sure if I should come out." Veirra replied blushing as she looked down at herself in the tan and brown dress.

"Do the clothes fit alright?" Bard asked, "I was certain they would you are about the size my wife was." That comment did not help as she blushed more. She was wearing his wife's old clothes?! She now felt like she was disrespecting the woman.

"No, no the dress is fine and very pretty it is just... I don't normally wear dresses." Veirra replied. She could very well imagine a number of her companions chuckling at her expense.

Bilbo spoke next as he came over to the door. "Veirra it is me Bilbo. Now I am sure you will look lovely and if any of the dwarves laugh I will hit them for you. Trust me, please."

Veirra wanted to say no, but it was Bilbo her friend asking her to trust him. "Alright, if I must. Just do not laugh I mean it."

Slipping from the bedroom where she changed, she came out keeping her eyes locked with the floor and expecting the dwarves to snicker and laugh at her. Peaking up she noticed the wide eyed dwarves too shocked to speak. It must have been a strange thing to see their ranger in a dress. Thorin was no longer looking out the window but staring at her like she was the most precious stone out there. She took a bit longer peaked to notice Fili and Kili look at Thorin then back at her with big grins on their faces. She even peaked up at Bard who seemed to be admiring her in the dress. Veirra bit her bottom lip and looked to the floor as if there was something more interesting there. "So how silly do I look?"

"Not silly at all, you look beautiful." Tilda giggled, Veirra blushed an even deeper shade as she tried to hide her face in her wavy red locks. Unable to believe it, that anyone would view her so.

"You look lovely." The words came from none other then Thorin himself, and she could not help but look at him. Their eyes locked for a moment, then she broke contact and hid behind her hair.

"Thanks." She answered quietly not forgetting the fight she had with him in the barrels. While Thorin returned to looking out the window and an awkward silence grew. Sigrid clapped her hands. "Well I will cook some supper, Tilda I will need help."

Once the two girls went to start supper Veirra took a seat near Bilbo. He was by the fire to warm up as he was wrapped in a blanket. "Are you warm Bilbo?"

"I am fine, Veirra." Bilbo smiled rubbing his arms, "You do look lovely." This caused Veirra to roll her eyes and look down. Meanwhile Thorin had turned back to Bard.

"You promised us provisions, weapons." Thorin spoke up.

"Wait here." Bard said then took one last glance at Veirra.

"He likes you." Bilbo noted.

"If that is true he likes what he sees, he would not bother with me if he knew the truth." Veirra pointed out, then looked away.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well I do hope you enjoyed this latest chapter. I had a lot of fun writing the 'Barrel Argument' Just a few things to note: First off I know in the movie Bard does mourn his late wife. Which I am not knocking that, but since there is no specific time mentioned on when she passed I basically indicated that she died shortly after Tilda was born. So if Tilda is about nine years of age then it is not like Bard is moving on months after his wife died or anything. **

**I do want to mention that so as to not make Bard out to be insensitive or anything. Especially when he lends Veirra the dress and such, it is not that he is forgetting about his wife, but he has been alone for a while with only his children. Lastly just because Tilda says Veirra looks like how she imagined her mother looking does not mean that there is a resemblance between the two women. For Tilda she does have to go by imagination or drawing to know what her actual mother looked like. In truth I imagine Bard's wife would have had blonde or brown hair since all three children either have dark or light brown hair. **

**Aside from that you can guess Thorin is not going to like Bard any more than he already does. Anyway hope you enjoyed this chapter and please review away.**

**Lesliezin**


	22. Attempted Theft & Unexpected Surprises

**Hello all,**

**Glad you are enjoying the chapters and here is this months first chapter. Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Bard returned to set the weapons on the table, and Veirra got up and moved closer as he opened the wet black cloth to reveal said weapons. Only these were makeshift weapons that worked if actual weapons were not availible. The weapons were picked up but she knew the response the dwarves would give. "We paid you for weapons!" Gloin complained.<p>

"It is a joke." Bofur added, soon the weapons were dropped back on the table.

"Alright enough!" Veirra replied, then turned to Bard. "My apologies, these weapons would do rather then none, but we will need better. Now what will it take?"

"I can get no better weapons except from the armoury..." Bard started to explain, but Veirra's expression stopped him as she bit her bottom lip in deep thought and looked at the table of weapons. She was about to offer up something she would regret, reaching up to her neck Veirra began to remove her necklace. She held up the protection stone and let it glimmer in the light.

"Will this be enough to buy us better quality weapons?" She asked, no sooner did she hold the necklace out to Bard a hand grabbed her wrist and stopped her. Veirra came face to face with Thorin.

"You are not selling your mother's necklace." Thorin told her firmly.

"What does it matter to you if I sell my mother's necklace?" Veirra asked. However Thorin ignored her and turned back to Bard.

"The necklace is not for sale."

"Relax master dwarf even if I could sell the necklace, the armoury is locked up tight by order of the master. I would not be able to buy you the weapons you need." Bard replied, and so Thorin released Veirra's wrist.

"Thorin let's take what is on offer and go. I have made do with less so have you." Balin spoke up. "I say we leave now."

"You are not going anywhere." Bard said earning him a few glares, "There are spies watching this house and probably every dog and wolf in the town. We will need to wait for night fall." Veirra sighed as she put her necklace back on then looked as Kili slowly sat down.

"It will give me more time to see to Kili's injury." Veirra said to calm the dwarves, then turned to Bard. "Is there perhaps chance of getting some herbs from the alchemist?"

"Sigrid could pick up what you need." Bard replied.

"Thank you I will make a list." Veirra replied and went to the table where Sigrid brought over a quill, ink and parchment. Writing it out she handed it to Sigrid. "They are fairly common herbs. Nothing that anyone will get suspicious over."

"I will be back shortly. The food is also ready there is not much but help yourselves." Sigrid said and took Tilda with her. Veirra went over to Kili and knelt down to look at his leg.

"I am fine Veirra."

"Again Kili you steal my line." Veirra teased, while the others talked amidst themselves.

"You do not have to fight with him you know." Kili replied softly, causing Veirra to look up at Kili. Fili came to sit next to his brother. The two brothers gestured to Thorin, and Veirra sighed.

"Your Uncle apparently loves to fight with me." Veirra replied as she removed the bandage. "I think it is his new favourite hobby."

"He loves you at some point you will see that." The words from Kili made her stop what she was doing, so Fili pressed on. "You need to stop assuming you know what he will say and do, it hurts him when you do that."

"And it hurts me when he does the same." Veirra pointed out. Had Thorin not assumed she liked Legolas and Bard?

"He was jealous, he did not like the way either elf or man looked at you." Kili added. Soon Sigrid returned with the items, and also heated some water to clean Kili's wound. All the while she considered the young dwarf's words. Carefully she cleaned and redressed the wound then stood and went to the window to think. Just how had the elf and man looked at her that caused Thorin such anger? Veirra was pretty sure the elven prince already loved Tauriel from what she had observed, and Bard was still in mourning over his wife. There was no attraction to her, it was a silly notion and one that even she dismissed.

"Here you should eat something." Bard's voice entered her thoughts and she looked up to see the man holding out a bowl to her.

"It is alright, your eldest mentioned there was not much food. Besides I am not really hungry." Veirra replied as she looked out the window. She felt her cheeks heat up, why was she blushing?

"Do not worry there is enough food for everyone to have a little." Bard grinned and handed her the bowl. Taking the bowl shyly she ate a little.

"This is very good." Veirra replied trying to be nice.

"My daughter learned from the best." Bard said proudly. "My wife taught her everything she knew. Me? I am no longer allowed near the kitchen." It got Veirra to laugh a little.

"It is perhaps for everyone's safety that you are not allowed to cook. Men are dangerous when they cook." Veirra replied.

"Ah there! I knew that you would know how to smile." Bard pointed out.

"You were waiting to catch me smiling?" Veirra asked completely taken off guard getting Bard to blush. Wait a minute were they flirting? Veirra looked out the window shocked and wondered why all this was happening now. She did not need to look back to know that Thorin watched them intensely.

"I am sorry, have I made you uncomfortable?" Bard asked after a moment.

"No, no it is just that a lot of things have happened and I have barely had a moments breath in a long time." Veirra answered she noticed Bard nodding.

"Dwarves will keep you on your toes." _'That is the greatest understatement of our age!' _Veirra thought nodding in agreement, "So why do you travel with them?"

"I am their guide, I also help guard them." Veirra replied, Bard gave her a look as though to say 'I know you are lying.'

"Merchants heading for the Iron Hills need a guide?" Bard asked sceptically.

"These are dangerous times." Veirra said simply. The disappointed look said it all, he expected her to tell the truth. Instead he said he would be back soon and had some things to take care of, she saw him speak to his son before leaving. He was not gone long when she felt Thorin come up beside her.

"Get ready we leave in five minutes." He sounded annoyed still, and Veirra wordlessly headed for the room to change into her usual garb. Getting changed quickly she returned and warily eyed the dwarves. "We leave now."

"Wait da said you had to stay here." Bain, Bard's son spoke up trying to block the way.

"Get out of the way!" Dwalin replied as he moved towards Bain and the door.

"Dwalin!" Veirra snapped at him. It got the bald dwarf to stop in his tracks. She then moved past the dwarves and Dwalin to Bain. Gently she pulled the lad out of the way to avoid him being shoved out of the way. As the dwarves moved past she smiled apologetically at the lad. "I am sorry for their rude behaviour, but we must go now. Tell your father 'thank you' for all he has done."

"Veirra come on!" Thorin called back, and so she gave the lad a peck on the cheek and stood. Heading for the door she smiled and waved at the three of them before disappearing into the now setting sun.

* * *

><p>"We are what?!" Veirra spoke in a harsh whisper as she glared at Thorin.<p>

"We need weapons, Veirra! We are being chased by Orcs and now probably Elves! Those 'weapons' Bard had would be useless." Thorin whispered back. _'Easy for you to say we need weapons. You are not stealing them from your kin!' _Veirra thought annoyed. They were outside the smithy and armoury, and the ranger hated the thought of stealing weapons from her kind. Still she knew the dwarf lord to be right.

"Fine let us get it over with!" She whispered harshly. Moving forward she scaled the dwarves piled up to the window Bilbo had just climbed through, Thorin was right behind her. Slipping inside the group started to collect weapons. They were not there long when there was a loud crash. Veirra whirled around and rushed to the source of the noise, Kili had fallen down some stairs carrying a bundle of weapons. Who's hair brained idea was it to have Kili help in the theft?! Now everyone knew they were here! Moving to Kili she started to help him when she found herself being held at sword point. _'Damn it!' _Veirra thought annoyed, as they were pulled along by the guards.

Pulled along to a large house, Veirra helped Kili to stand. "Lean against me Kili."

"I am sorry." Kili replied ashamed to be the cause of them getting caught. Veirra merely pulled him to her and let him lean against her to keep him off his injured leg.

"What is the meaning of this?!" An ugly fat red haired man came out in a robe, obviously this was the man called the 'master'.

"We caught them stealing weapons sire." Braga answered. Already the master made assumptions along with his lackey about their reasons for stealing weapons. Then Dwalin opened his mouth stating who led them to be none other then the rightful king come to reclaim his homeland. They were whispering amidst themselves when Thorin came forward and confessed that they were the dwarves of Erebor. He spoke of the city of Dale, the city her father once described in loving detail. It was where he got her mother's protection stone from. The way Thorin described the city was much the way she imagined it and had to smile as the people cheered. Apparently many wanted to see that beautiful city once more.

"Death! Dragon fire and ruin, that is what you will bring us." That was when Bard came forward and got everyone's attention. "If you awaken that beast it will destroy us all."

"You can listen to this nay sayer, but I promise you this if we succeed all will benefit in the wealth of the mountain." Thorin replied causing some to cheer.

"And how do we know this? We do not know you, is there anyone here who can vouch for you?" Alfrid asked.

"Me I can vouch for him." Bilbo spoke up raising his hand, "I have spent a long time with these Dwarves and if Thorin Oakenshield gives his word, then he keeps it."

"So only you will vouch for him them?" Alfrid asked snidely.

"No, I will vouch for him too." Veirra spoke up still having Kili lean against her.

"All of you listen to me! You must listen to me, have you forgotten what happened to Dale?! Have you forgotten those that died in the fire storm?!" People began to shake their heads. "All for the blind ambitions of a mountain king! Who was so greedy he could not see beyond his own desire!"

"That is not Thorin!" Veirra spoke sharply, she looked to Thorin before looking to Bard then at the master. "That is not Thorin Oakenshield. The person Bard describes is not the person before you. Thorin, he is short tempered and stubborn like any dwarf, but he is also honourable and a good person."

"And his greed will cost many!" Bard replied glaring at her. "Look at what it cost us before with his grandfather!"

After a moment the master spoke up. "Now now, we must not be too quick to lay blame. After all it was Girion lord of Dale, your ancestor that failed to kill the beast."

"It is true sire arrow after arrow he shot. Each one missing it's mark." The slimy lackey added, and she saw Bard wince. Lord Girion, her father's best friend. Unfortunately he died that day trying to down Smaug, no wonder Bard feared the dragon's return. Looking back at Bard the man choose to ignore her as he looked to the dwarf lord before him. "You have no right to enter that mountain!"

"I have the only right!" Thorin replied, then turned to the master to ask for his deicison. Would he aid them or turn them aside? It may not be greed in Thorin's heart, but it was greed that swayed the master's decision as he welcomed them. Bard turned away as everyone including the master welcomed the company. The bargeman moved past Veirra like she no longer stood there, and while the others were busy she handed Kili off to Fili and slipped away after him. Once far enough from the gathered crowd, Veirra caught up to him some.

"Bard wait! Would you stop and listen to me?!" Veirra called catching up to him and grabbing his arm. The man whirled on her glaring at her.

"Why?! What jewels were promised to you that are worth so much more than people's lives here?!" That struck a nerve, and Veirra resisted the urge to hit him.

"Nothing! I was not promised a thing, I do this because it is the right thing to do! 'If your heart tells you something is wrong then make it right!' That is what my father taught me, and I am quit certain your father would have taught you better then to live in fear!" Veirra snapped at him, the saying she spoke was what caught his attention. The man looked at her shocked for a moment, so she calmed down before continuing. "My father once called Lord Girion the most noble and kind man he knew. My father's name was Norric, do you know the name?"

"Yes my father mentioned him. He and my grandfather were best friends, and he tended to those injured after Smaug came." Bard replied as he looked her over carefully. "So you are his daughter?"

"Yes, and I am here to do the right thing." Veirra answered. For a brief moment Bard looked surprised that she was Norric's daughter, but the hard look returned to Bard's face.

"It is not the right thing!" He grabbed her arms and pushed her back until her back pressed against the wall of a nearby building, "Do you realize what that dragon will do to you?! To all of us?!" She opened her mouth to answer, but he answered for her. "He will destroy everything!"

Veirra was waiting for his rant to finish, and was about to speak when his eyes softened as he looked down at her. "It would pain me to see you reduced to mere ash." _'Oh no! The dwarves and Bilbo were right! Quick do something!' _Veirra thought as Bard touched her cheek and she froze.

"Bard-" Veirra was about to squirm loose and explain more when Bard leaned in and his lips pressed to hers.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**I hope you enjoyed this chapter. I do not have a lot to comment on as far as Author's notes go. The only thing I can think of is I can not wait to read your reactions to this chapter and the end part. Please review away.**

**Lesliezin**


	23. Thorin's Decision

**Hello all,**

**Well here is chapter 23, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Bard was certainly a good and passionate kisser, but it felt wrong to be kissed by him. Wait that was not entirely accurate, but how could it feel wrong and right at the same time? An image of Thorin came to mind as she tried to shrink away, but to where? She was already pressed to the wall, and Bard pressed to her. Bard must have felt how tense she was and not responding to his kiss, but it only made him kiss her more deeply trying hard to elicit a response from her. Soon she tried to push him away as he gripped the back of her head kissing more fiercely. Pushing more against his shoulders it was enough to break the kiss at least. "No! Bard stop you can not do this!"<p>

The man looked hurt as he made no further move to kiss her. "Do you belong to another?"

"Yes..." Veirra answered, _'No wait, do I? No.' _Veirra thought, "No, I do not. No, no I mean I do not know for certain." Veirra looked down trying to think. She wanted to belong to another, a certain dwarf lord in particular. However wanting to belong to him and actually belonging to him were two very different things.

"If a man causes a woman this much turmoil and confusion, he is not worthy of her." Bard said with a smile as he caught her chin and made her meet his eyes. "I would never cause such uncertainty for you. I would tell you how beautiful and amazing you are every night and day. I would make it as clear as water that we belong to each other." He leaned in closer to kiss her and she tried to lean away.

"Please stop!" Veirra replied panicking at the thought that he might kiss her yet again and this time she would not be able to stop him, nor would she want him to. As asked Bard released her and stepped away.

"As you wish, you need time to think things through." Bard said, and she relaxed a little, "However I speak the truth, your dwarf lord plays with your heart too much. Even if he succeeds and you all come out safe and sound, he will be a king. I fear he will break your heart whereas I will do anything for it. Can your dwarf say the same?" Veirra was considering how to answer when Bard sighed and turned away leaving her alone. Neither knew that Dwalin and Balin had come to find her, they had witnessed the entire encounter. She took a moment to straighten up and collect her thoughts, she looked shaken by what had happened as she moved to head back to the company. Both dwarves slipped back as well to inform Thorin of what happened.

She returned to the group in a daze and soon joined them at a Inn in lake town, the master already made preparations for them to stay a few days there to rest and recover. They would be armed and armoured, still Veirra paid no mind while Dwalin and Balin spoke to Thorin.

"He WHAT?!" Thorin asked, in an angry whisper. Both Dwalin and Balin had to clap a firm hand on Thorin's shoulders to keep him from getting to his feet and hunting a bargeman down.

"Easy there Thorin calm down. There is no need to do anything rash that you might regret. Yes Bard kissed her but she rejected him." Balin replied trying to keep their young dwarf lord from wanting to kill Bard. "Both Dwalin and I saw it, right?!"

"Aye," Dwalin added gruffly, "Though I still wanted to beat him senseless for what he said."

"What did he say to her?" Thorin asked agitated. Balin started to gloss over what was said until Dwalin opened his mouth.

"He tried to claim that you were unworthy of her. Said you toy with her heart too much, and that he would never do such a thing." Dwalin spat, as though the very idea left a bad taste in his mouth. "Also said that once you are king, you will break her heart."

Thorin looked over at Veirra as she sat at a table by Bilbo and picked at her food. It was an outrage, how dare that bargeman make such claims! He still wanted to beat Bard into a horrid mess and dump him in the lake, but he doubted his ranger would want that especially as the man had three children to look after. He considered Dwalin's last statement as he watched her. "Not if I make her my Queen."

Both Balin and Dwalin froze at those words, they knew Thorin felt something deep for Veirra. However neither expected Thorin to make such a decision and choose Veirra Stormshadow to be his Queen. Feeling three sets of eyes on her she looked across to them then smiled and waved shyly to which they waved back. "Veirra as our queen, are you sure Thorin?" Dwalin asked.

"Yes," Thorin smiled as his eyes never left Veirra.

"She is still mad at you lad." Balin pointed out.

"How do you know?" Dwalin asked.

"She is avoiding direct eye contact with Thorin it is a telling sign that she is angry and upset with him." Balin said taking a drink causing Dwalin to groan.

"The barrel argument." Dwalin said reminding Thorin. "She will not agree to be queen if still mad at you Thorin." He would need to find a way to make amends, she had looked over the daggers she had been given with a frown. Bilbo must have asked her what was wrong for she began to explain and was gesturing to her wrists. An idea sparked in Thorin's mind and a grin formed. He turned to their host the master.

"If possible I would like to use your smithy." Thorin stated.

"If you need more weapons I am certain we can provide them." The Master said.

"No but it is for something important, and I must be the one to make it." Thorin said, the master nodded to him agreeing wholeheartedly.

"Thorin, what do you have in mind?" Balin asked once the master was no longer paying attention.

"A gift for my future queen." Thorin answered. _'Let that bargeman make such claims when she is my queen. Veirra will never be his!' _Thorin thought venomously as he took a drink and watched Veirra laughing with Bilbo. He may even have been jealous of the hobbit, if he did not know any better. However he knew he had nothing to fear the ranger and hobbit were just good friends. It was that lake-man he would have to watch out for, but at least in the forges he could vent his rage there instead.

* * *

><p>It was the next day, and still Veirra felt drained. An infection must have settled into Kili's leg for the usual remedies were proving useless. So to combat the infection she moved to stronger poultices to drive off the ailments, but she knew it would take time and soon they would have to leave. It also helped to focus on Kili's injury rather then think about Bard kissing her. If nothing else she knew this: Bard wanted to keep her and something told her that even if he knew she was no longer an innocent maiden, he would still want her. It made her shiver and worst of all the dwarves and Bilbo had been right about Bard. Did that mean they were also right about the prince of Mirkwood? She dreaded the very thought that she could attract three very different men, partly because if true it would mean she would break hearts.<p>

She closed her eyes and took in a deep breathe out on the balcony of the room. Thorin she pictured him in her head. He drove her insane at times with his attitude, and he could cause her to yell in several different languages every curse she knew. But he was also protective, kind, and his piercing blue eyes made her legs turn to jelly. Next was the elven prince, she did not think him attracted to her. In fact her money was on the elven prince fancying Tauriel. Unfortunately she had been wrong before too. Strange how threatening the elven prince earned her a few acts of kindness and suddenly the dwarves thought Legolas smitten. Lastly Bard living proof that the dwarves were right about her being able to attract a man. She also had not thought Bard attracted to her, but after he had kissed her she knew not to doubt his attraction to her.

It was not a matter of choosing one over the others, Veirra had made her choice without ever fully realising it. It felt like an age ago when she feared losing the dwarf lord and begging Azog the Defiler not to hurt him. Then she remembered their last fight and no words had been spoken since, she had told him what she thought was in his heart. Of course she was nothing to Thorin, how could she be? She considered the memory of what happened in the woods of Mirkwood. _'Oh wake up! It was a silly hallucination nothing more!_' Veirra thought and felt her heart sink again. She had been contemplating it for a long time to leave and return to the wilds in short it meant running away. The mere idea of possibly having three men attracted to her was enough to consider running as fast and as hard as possible. Whatever happened to her wariness of being in the company of even one man? Somehow she lost her fear and uncertainty despite the emotional scars inflicted on her.

Maybe she should speak to Thorin? No she would just get into another fight with the dwarf lord. It was at these times when left alone that these thoughts forced their way in, and so the trick was to keep busy. Namely tending to Kili's injury. Pushing away from the balcony she quickly snatched up her bag and left her room to go to Fili and Kili's room. Leaving her room and moving down the hall Veirra soon came to their room, and knocked. "Come in." Fili called.

Veirra opened the door not expecting to see Dwalin, Balin, and Bilbo in there too talking to the twins. "I am telling you he has been in that smithy since last night and has not stopped to-" Balin said then the conversation stopped dead when they saw who entered.

"Who has been in the smithy?" Veirra asked coming in and closing the door then came closer.

"Uhh well you see-" Balin was trying to smooth things over.

"Thorin is working on something at the smithy. We are worried about him is all." Dwalin spoke up.

"Oh maybe he is working on a better sword since Legolas took Orcrist from him." Veirra supplied.

"There is also another matter." Dwalin added folding his arms across his chest. It had been a matter of concern for Dwalin since Thorin decided he was going to make Veirra his Queen. Once Thorin got it into his head to do something no amount of talking or shouting would do any good. While he admired the human ranger and respected her, it still concerned him, a human for a Queen? He had to be sure of her, he would not have Thorin hurt by her.

"Oh? What is it? Are the elves following?" Veirra asked setting down the bag to face Dwalin.

"It is about Bard." Dwalin replied eyeing her carefully. "He kissed you."

Of course she should have known Thorin would not let her wonder off alone. Veirra sighed as she folded her arms across his chest. "Alright fine yes he kissed me, and I hardly need a babysitter so you can tell Thorin to go jump back in one of those barrels we came to Lake Town in!"

Veirra snatched up her bag and turned to Fili. She took out a vial and shoved it into his hand. "Apply this to Kili's leg, three times a day."

"Veirra-" Balin started.

"Enough! I do not want excuses! I followed Bard because his grandfather and my father were friends and I wanted to explain things to him! I never intended for him to kiss me, but that is none of yours or Thorin's business! I can handle Orcs, and Goblins, and trolls. I can handle Wargs and skin changers, and cold blooded Mirkwood Elves! But now I know what I can not handle-Thorin Oakenshield! Smaug would be a sheer joy compared to arguing with that dwarf!"

"Now wait just a minute! I just want to make sure you will not hurt Thorin!" Dwalin started.

"Oh right because it is perfectly acceptable for him to hurt me, but heaven forbid should I hurt the great king under the mountain!" Veirra snapped back at him. It was the first time she admitted that Thorin was causing her any type of emotional pain. "Do not worry I intend to stay as far away from your king and once this quest is over I will disappear back to the wilds where I belong."

Turning away she headed for the door ignoring Balin's pleas to stop and hear him out. Even as the door shut she heard Balin whirl on his brother. "You just had to open your big mouth and make things worse, didn't you?!"

Once out of the room she quickly moved down stairs past the other dwarves not bothering to say a word to them as she went outside and breathed in the fresh air. The breathe of fresh air was not so very fresh in Lake Town but at least she was alone for the moment. Heading for the alchemist, Veirra past the smithy and heard the sound of hammer meeting metal. Perhaps Dwalin told Thorin about the incident with Bard and that was why Thorin went to the smithy, to vent his anger. Who was she kidding of course Dwalin told Thorin! Sure enough Thorin was within venting his anger as he imagined it was Bard's head he was beating with a hammer for touching what clearly belonged to him. So intent on his anger and work he did not see Veirra from the large window, but she saw him and frowned at his angry intent look.

"I prefer your smile to your frown." Veirra knew the voice even before she turned to face Bard. Sure enough he stood watching her.

"I rarely smile, not much reason to." Veirra replied moving on down the wooden planks towards her destination. More so to avoid being spotted by Thorin and causing a scene.

"No I suppose not. So have you had time to think and consider what I have said?"

"I have." Veirra replied.

"And?" Bard asked following her.

"And you should not have kissed me, it was a mistake." Veirra said as she came to the alchemist shop and entered. She looked around a moment before realising Bard stood beside her.

"And why was it a mistake?" Bard asked.

"Because..." Veirra had to think, but no real good answered came. Why was it a mistake to kiss her? Maybe because she felt bad? Maybe because it did not feel right? Or maybe because it should be Thorin kissing her, it felt right when he kissed her; not Bard. _'Keep telling yourself it was wrong.' _Her darkers thoughts teased, _'You know it did not feel wrong.' _"Because it was wrong."

Sensing him move closer she quickened her pace and gathered the items together to purchase. "It did not feel wrong."

"Well it was, it should not have been done." Veirra went to the alchemist and gave her the silvers for the items then quickly left the shop.

"Or maybe you feel it was wrong because your dwarf lord would not approve." Bard teased, but right then she was in no mood. Stopping abruptly she turned to him and he could tell he accidentally hit a nerve.

"Whether he would approve or not is not his business, nor do I belong to him! I do not belong to anyone, understand?! And just because I do not belong to anyone gives you or him the right to kiss me!" She told him in a low angry voice before whirling around to head back. She was glad Bard did not follow as she headed for the hotel, and went straight to her room to be alone again.

* * *

><p>It was not until later that afternoon the master's lackey, Alfrid as she learned his name to be; knocked on her door. She cared little for Alfrid or the Master because they seemed to care little for the people. "Ah milady Ranger. I have been sent to let you and your companions know that tonight there is to be a feast held in honour of the dwarves return to retake Erebor. Being one of his companions the invitation extends to all including you."<p>

Veirra felt the undeniable urge to tell him 'no', especially since food was scarce here for the people. However refusing might be bad or the master might take offence and she did not want to cause problems for their company. "Thank you, I will be sure to be there."

"Also some of the locals reported that they saw Bard bothering you undoubtedly trying to get you to change your mind. If he continues please let us know and we will ensure it does not happen again." Alfred added, obviously they looked for a reason to lock Bard away. Veirra pretended to be surprised.

"What? Oh no! No there has been a mistake. You see Bard came to talk to me, he was not a bother at all. At first I was angry at him and did not wish to speak to him but he was nothing but a gentleman. There is no need for concern about Bard bothering me he was very pleasant to speak to." Alfred's face fell at the news that he could not use her as the reason to arrest Bard, which made her smile. "But thank you for your concern."

The little weasel smiled a fake smile even if disappointment laced his features. "Of course milady. We hope to see you tonight." With that Alfred bowed and turned away, but not before Veirra saw his irritation. Closing her door she smirked before going to get ready for tonight, though she had little desire to be there.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well I am glad you loved the last chapter, and am sorry I did not do too much with a jealous Thorin. However I do hope you like this especially regardless. Anyway hope to hear from you and what you thought.**

**Lesliezin**


	24. The Last Night in Lake-Town

**Hello all, **

**I was glad to hear from you all on the last chapter. **

**Now before I let you read I must warn you that the Rating is no longer T, but has been upped to M for Mature. Just letting you all know in case you are adverse to reading such stories. Anyway Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>"Veirra? You are not very hungry?" Bilbo asked concerned, as he watched her pick at her food more then anything. The feast held in their honour was one of those events Veirra felt obligated to attend, but did not really want to be there. All in all it was a terrible day. The other dwarves seemed reluctant to speak to her and she sat with Bilbo across the way from Thorin. Sadly to her it was not far enough away, she would have preferred to be on the other side of Lake Town then there. Looking up she spotted Dwalin talking to Thorin and wanted to scream.<p>

"Wonderful! Another report to Thorin on my whereabouts!" Veirra scoffed bitterly, she saw Bilbo out of the corner of her eye follow her gaze, then sigh.

"Thorin cares about you, Veirra."

"He has a funny way of showing it." Veirra replied again picking at her food, and stabbing a piece of meat rather violently.

"May I ask you something if you promise not to get mad?" Bilbo asked cautiously.

"Go on. I promise."

"Do you have feelings for Bard?" Bilbo asked hesitantly.

"What? No! No I do not! Why does everyone think that I would-" Veirra stopped herself to keep from getting mad since she promised she would not. "Look when Bard kissed me, it felt wrong and off. I do not feel as he does. However that does not give Thorin the right to have our companions keep watch over me." Peeking up she saw Thorin reacting to what Dwalin was saying, then he looked back at her. Veirra groaned as she looked away not wanting to look at Thorin's intense blue eyes. She knew she was being cowardly, but could not help it. Still she felt Thorin watching her closely. Finally the intense stare got to her as she felt like she was squirming under his gaze and ran her hands through her hair."I am going back to my room before things get worse."

As Veirra rose to leave she had the misfortune of the master spotting her. "Milady Ranger leaving so soon?"

Veirra cursed internally as she turned to face the master plastering a 'sweet' smile on her face. "Actually my lord I was. There will be much to do before the trip tomorrow."

"Oh come now there will be plenty of time for rest. Sit, eat, and drink." The master said and Veirra retook her seat. "Tell us what do you do within the company."

"I am their guide. I also heal and am an extra blade." Veirra answered simply.

"That is all?" The master asked and Veirra wanted to bite back a barbed response. He was eluding to the fact she was the only female in the company. Did he think she entertained the company?!

"Yes that is all." Veirra replied as calmly as she could.

"What does your husband think of this?" The master asked feigning concern.

"I am not married." Veirra said trying to keep her tone soft, though the desire to hit him grew.

"Oh come now a beautiful young woman such as yourself-" The master started to say.

"And I am not that young." Veirra added.

"Of course you are you can not be any older than twenty-five summers."

"Older." Veirra replied.

"Twenty-seven?"

"Much older."

"You can not be a day over thirty." The master tried.

"Add thirty-seven onto your guess." Veirra stated gaining a stunned look from the master. It was amusing to see him look like a fish out of water as he fumbled to respond.

"Well if that is the case surely there must be someone special waiting for you or-" The master said after recovering.

"Well there is one," Veirra stated then peeked at Thorin before continuing, "However he is a fool, and has been one since we met. He in the beginning assumed that I could not take care of myself, and most recently assumed I needed constant supervision like I am some sort of child. A fact that just agitates me to no end, and yet he persists." She felt Thorin watching her carefully as the master was oblivious of whom she spoke of, and gestured for her to continue finding it 'amusing'.

"Worst of all he gets jealous and short tempered when any other man speaks to me. I mean does it look like I am interested in some blonde elven prince? Or some man we just met? Honestly I do not know why I put up with him." Veirra said shaking her head as some of her companions peeked at Thorin nervously.

"Why do you put up with him?" The master asked as he chuckled, apparently she was talking to another idiot, so she rested her elbow on the table and rested her chin in her hand as she thought.

"Hmm good question," She said biting her lip and peeked at Thorin, "He is stubbornly irritating, possessive, controlling, short-tempered, and makes me want to scream every curse I know in every language I know."

Veirra paused as she pretended to think, "I do not know, right now I am too angry at him to think of a good reason." Veirra said stiffly. For a moment she paused to let the words sink in before continuing, "Although he does have good qualities. He is brave, sweet, honourable, and not to mention handsome. He has this amazing smile on the rare occasion he does actually crack a smile." Finally the master stopped laughing as he caught on to who she was talking about as Veirra purposely looked across at Thorin. Leaning back in her chair she took up her goblet and swished the liquid around.

"Well I—I am sure he is only worried for you." The master replied with a nervous laugh as Veirra then took a drink. While the Master coughed and regretted stopping her, now he was thoroughly embarrassed. All the while Thorin just watched her intensely while she pretended to be oblivious to him. Meanwhile the Master discreetly moved the conversation along, and turned his attention elsewhere.

"Are you trying to anger Thorin?" Bilbo asked worried, "Because he has that intense look that could mean he will be screaming at you later."

"Well at least he knows I am not happy with him either." Veirra said setting down her goblet and Bilbo groaned.

While on the opposite side Thorin clenched his fists. She had just called him a fool! He counted to ten in his head and took long breathes as he watched her. "Easy Thorin remember she is bound to be angry, but if you give into your temper you might lose her as your queen." Balin reasoned. "Focus on the positive. She described you and no one else."

The older white haired dwarf was right and Thorin was trying to calm down. Balin certainly knew what to say to calm him down as he watched her. She had talked of him saying he had an amazing smile. Slowly a smile spread across his lips, no he would not rise to her little challenge. If anything Thorin was now even more determined to make Veirra his queen, and she would belong to him.

A while later Veirra decided to go, and this time the master did not make the mistake of stopping her. Bidding Bilbo a good night, Veirra got up and slipped from the hall. She headed back further into the Inn trying to go unnoticed, but some of the dwarves and Thorin did notice. Unfortunately Thorin could not slip away as easily, not when he was the 'main guest of honour'. Leaving the large dinning hall Veirra headed up stairs into the guest rooms of the Inn. Heading straight for her room, Veirra went inside and was glad to be alone again. She got undressed to just her tunic and went to bed.

Though it was nice to sleep in a nice cosy bed the noises of Lake Town served only to keep her awake, she missed the soft breeze and soft song of the birds. Here she was kept awake and missed the solitude of the wilds. It felt like she could not breath properly and the walls closed in. Rolling onto her side Veirra tried to block out the noises only to have her thoughts invaded by a certain dwarf lord. It took Veirra a while to doze off, but she knew she had not slept long when a knock came to her door. Veirra groaned as she opened her eyes and looked to the door, then rose and slipped on a robe lent to her. Going to the door, she opened it thinking it to be one of her companions. _'Perhaps Kili's leg needed further mending?'_ Veirra reasoned as she opened the door partially and blinked as her silver eyes locked with piercing blue ones. _'Oh no! Not now.' _Veirra thought.

"Thorin I am tired, please come back when I am awake. I do not want to argue and fight with you now." Veirra spoke first regretting putting him in his place at the feast and started to shut the door when his booted foot stopped her.

"We have not spoken in days, and calling me a fool at the feast does not count. I need to speak to you now." Thorin replied, and Veirra groaned as she leaned her head against the door. For some reason she felt certain Thorin would argue with her, and right then she had no desire to fight with him. Sighing loudly she opened the door and let Thorin enter. Going to take a seat on her bed, Veirra watched as Thorin shut the door, and lit some extra candles before coming over to stand before her.

"Thorin if this is about my calling you a fool, and-"

"It is not, I have something for you." It was then Veirra noticed that Thorin carried a bundle, something wrapped in a black cloth. Offering it to her, Veirra looked thoroughly confused before accepting the bundle. Setting it down in her lap she slowly opened it. "It will not replace the ones stolen by the Elves, but I hope you like them. I tried to get the design similar."

Pulling the last piece of cloth away revealed a similar set of wrist daggers to her own. A soft gasp escaped Veirra's lips as she looked them over, they were 'almost' identical. Looking up at Thorin, she was shocked it was what he made for her in the smithy. "You made these for me?"

Thorin nodded, then looked at her worried. "Do you like them? I tried to make them the same."

"Like them? They are beautiful, Thorin! But why? I called you a jealous short tempered fool at the feast, and after the argument we had in the barrels, and Dwalin told you what Bard did-" Veirra started asking, but Thorin leaned in gripped the back of her head and kissed her. The kiss like before was intense and made her shiver as he held her in place and kissed her deeply. Then his lips trailed down her chin and he pulled her hair back exposing her neck to his lips and rough beard. "I do not understand. I have told you I am an ill choice. I must be hallucinating like in Mirkwood, or this is a dream."

Thorin's lips left her throat and he stared fully into her eyes. "Mirkwood was no hallucination, nor do you dream now. Never say you are an ill choice ever again, those words are never to be thought much less spoken!" Thorin commanded, usually Veirra did not like to be bossed around but in this moment with the way Thorin looked at her; she was afraid to argue with him. "You were never an ill choice, you were always my choice. I choose you."

Veirra stared up at him confused. "Choose me?"

Thorin nodded, "I would have no other for my Queen." Remembering her comments to the master he leaned in close. "Am I still a fool?"

Veirra was not breathing as her silvery eyes widened in shock, and his hand stroked her cheek. She opened her mouth to speak then closed it. What followed was her repeating this action a number of times, but was still too shocked to form actual words. Thorin was inches from her watching her and chuckled as a smile came over his lips. "My future queen is speechless? That is a first."

The last comment made Veirra blink as she found her voice again. "You speak as if I have already agreed, yet _you_ have not asked. Has the decision already been made for me?"

"I want you for my queen. You and no other Veirra."

"And if I refuse?" Veirra challenged. It was one thing to be asked to be Thorin's queen, it was quit another to be expected to be his queen. She was not about to be told that she would be Thorin's queen, if he wanted her he would have to gain her consent. Thorin's smile grew and she wondered what he had planned for her. Calmly Thorin picked up the bundle that held the wrist daggers and moved them from Veirra's lap to the small table by her bed. _'Why is he so calm? What has he got planned?' _Veirra wondered.

However in the next moment Thorin grabbed her about the waist pulling her against him eliciting a soft gasp from her. Now a lot closer Veirra trembled at the contact. Her body fit perfectly against his as if she were made for him, and his lips brushed hers but did not make full contact. Veirra tried to regain control of her senses as her heart was racing and she found it hard to breath. Thorin stared into her eyes as he said firmly. "Then say yes."

Even befuddled as her mind was Veirra still knew what Thorin was referring to, and also knew he was not asking her but telling her to say yes. It took her a moment to form the words she wanted, but after careful thinking she decided on what to say. That and in the time she had been trying to work out what to say Thorin leaned in and started kissing her neck making it hard to think. "I-I will only agree if you ask me."

Thorin's lips on her neck stopped, and Veirra was unaware of the triumphant smile on his face. Pulling away he schooled his features as he looked at her. Again he was so close to her as she stared up at him. "Very well. Will you marry me and become my queen?"

Part of her had not expected Thorin to actually ask her as she stared up at him shocked. Still to have him ask meant she again could not think straight. Her voice refused to work and the longer she took the more Thorin grew worried. Minutes ticked by and finally Thorin got impatient and grabbed her arms hard making Veirra jump slightly. "Say yes! You said you would if I asked!"

Thorin's grip tightened until he saw her wince and released her to avoid hurting her. He looked down angry that he was made to be a fool. _'Of course she would refuse! After all the bargeman already stole her!' _Thorin thought bitterly as the shame of his rejection settled in. Veirra had just started to answer Thorin when the dwarf began to get up and was refusing to look at her. Realising she was missing her chance Veirra reached forward and pulled him into a deep passionate kiss, her fingertips ran over his cheeks and beard. For a moment Thorin was shocked and confused, but the intense kiss was enough to elicit a fierce response from the dwarf lord.

Thorin grabbed her about the waist and was crushing her to him as he guided her further onto the bed where he leaned over her. Again like in Mirkwood Veirra could taste how much Thorin needed her on his lips as his hands ran over her through her robe and tunic. A soft moan of surprise escaped her lips as his rough hand gently cupped her breast through her tunic. This was too much too soon her hands went to his shoulders and pushed, immediately Thorin broke the kiss and he stared into her eyes.

Catching her breath Veirra licked her now bruised lips. "You have to let me answer." Thorin only stared at her as she swallowed before leaning in and brushing her lips against his just as he had done to her. Finally she whispered against his lips. "Yes, Thorin."

An instance later Thorin was kissing her deeply as long pent up desire became too much for either of them to ignore. For too long it seemed the pair had argued, bickered, and got no where with each other. Now all the pent up emotions of the last couple months came back with a vengeance. Shakily Veirra began to remove Thorin's coat, he helped by sliding it off then they took off his tunic. Once the fabric hit the floor Veirra's hands explored his well muscled chest and began to slid downwards, until Thorin could not take it any more. With a surprised gasp Veirra found herself pressed flat on the bed with Thorin over her and she felt him press to her. His rough hands slid beneath her tunic and up her legs as she stared up at him.

"Do you still wish to do this?" Thorin asked not wanting to push her. Veirra bit her bottom lip nervously, but nodded. Resting her head on the pillows Veirra watched Thorin undo his trousers, and kick off his boots. Meanwhile she slide off her robe, then was pulled closer to Thorin. Veirra trembled as she watched him lean over her and saw the intensity of his powerful blue eyes stare into hers. She felt him grip her thighs, and she reached up to grip his shoulders. For Veirra she was nervous past experience made her bite her bottom lip worried. However this was Thorin and so she tried to relax despite her racing heart. In the next moment Veirra froze as she felt Thorin like never before. He pulled her hips against him as he delved into her. A surprised gasp escaped her lips, and it caused Thorin to freeze as well.

"Have I hurt you?" Thorin asked concerned. Instead of answering verbally Veirra reached up and pulled him into a kiss as she pressed to him. It was the answer to his question, and in response she was reminded of Dwarven strength and how small and light she was for a human. Thorin grabbed her about the waist and lifted her onto his lap going deeper into her. Wrapping her arms about him she moved with him and their movements grew faster. It was not painful or bad as her fears suggested it would be, in fact her fears melted away with the intense pleasure. Yet she felt Thorin holding back wary of hurting her. Pressing to him Veirra moved her hips harder against him urging him with her body.

"Do not hold back, Thorin." Veirra whispered into his ear. No sooner did she say those words, Thorin gripped her tighter, almost too tightly. The iron-like grip and the harder and faster they moved was overwhelming her as she held onto him tightly. Then when she thought they were reaching their limits, Thorin's grip tightened and she winced knowing that tomorrow she would have bruises. However in this moment it did not matter to her if he bruised her, for he picked up in speed and went deeper then she thought possible. Nothing else mattered but this moment, as she felt pure pleasure flood her senses and clung to Thorin for dear life. Veirra threw her head back as she cried out in pleasure forgetting the rest of the world. A moment later Thorin reached his limit too, and before either knew it they were both shocked by what had just happened.

Still Veirra trembled against the dwarf lord, it had all happened so fast that she was dazed by the experience and wondering if she somehow dreamt all this. Perhaps it was partly because of the intense relationship they had had before? Either way Veirra was still catching her breath and Thorin still held her tightly to him. For a few minutes they remained like that just trying to catch their breaths. Then it seemed to hit her like a blow from a dwarf's axe they had made love, and she had agreed to be his queen. Several months ago Veirra would have been terrified of any man of any race coming anywhere near her, and now she not only slept with the dwarf lord but had agreed to be his queen? _'How did this happen?!' _Veirra wondered as she replayed what happened.

Meanwhile Thorin laid her back on the bed and was over her using his forearms to keep some of his weight off of her. He brushed her hair from her face then noticed her deep in thought expression. "Veirra what is wrong?"

"No-nothing." Veirra replied even as Thorin caught her chin and made her face him, but she could not meet his eyes.

"Look at me Veirra." Thorin commanded refusing to release her chin. It took a few moments but Veirra finally met his gaze. "Now what is wrong?"

"I just-I never expected this when you came into my room. I was expecting to be yelled at, for us to argue until one of us stormed off. Instead I am trying to figure out how this happened." Veirra said blushing.

"Do you regret it?" Thorin asked warily, earning him a shocked look from Veirra.

"Wh-what? No! Of course not!" Veirra said and Thorin breathed a sigh of relief. Then she realised why she was confused by this and suddenly felt ashamed as she looked away. "It is just hard to believe you would choose to want me for your queen. You know my history, and that some of your people will not approve. You could have chosen some noble dwarf maiden instead..."

Veirra could not bring herself to keep speaking as she felt the shame colour her cheeks. Instead Thorin spoke first. "Do not think about that, Veirra. You have agreed to be my queen, and _that is what matters_! We belong to each other now and no other. No one but I will ever touch you again, for you belong to me, and no other woman will have me ever, for I belong to you alone, my queen."

The next set of words were spoken in Khuzdul, his deep voice made the language sound so beautiful, almost like Elven. "Men lananubukhs menu."

A soft gasp escaped her lips as she knew what the words meant and pressed tightly to him. "I love you too."

In the next moment they were kissing each other deeply, and for a second time that night Thorin took Veirra unwilling to release her. Tomorrow morning they would sail for Erebor and face Smaug, but tonight Veirra belonged to the king under the mountain and was his queen.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**As stated the rating for this story is now an M. To put it frank I had a lot of trouble writing this because I revised it like three and four times. Basically it was like walking a tight rope for the romance scene. I did not want to go into deep explicit detail, but I also did not want to leave it so vague that it was disappointing for the readers. I hope I got the scene right, and that you enjoyed this chapter. **
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	25. Unexpected Decisions

**Hello all,**

**Well here is the 25th chapter. Thank you to those that posted a review for the last chapter. Hopefully this chapter will be equally enjoyed with lots of reviews. You all know I love the attention, and I hope upping the Rating has not put readers off.**

* * *

><p><em>It felt strange to return home after being driven from there so long ago. Thorin led them all along a steep hillside that bordered the edge of Dale and led to Erebor, for they all followed. He knew this because he looked back at them. Right behind him Balin and Dwalin stood followed by his two nephews. Next came Oin, Gloin, Bofur, Bifur, and Bombur, then Dori, Nori, and Ori. Lastly Bilbo and his future queen Veirra. Already the company called her queen and caused Veirra to smile and blush shyly. Everything seemed perfect, they would retake Erebor, and he would wed Veirra properly. Many times his nephews had said they had no desire to rule once he passed on, perhaps his queen would produce heirs. Thorin shook his head as he realised he was getting ahead of himself they still had to get inside and face the dragon, Smaug.<em>

_It was then the very thought of his name seemed to awaken the beast, for the ground shook and few could remain standing. Thorin fell to the ground along side his company, how could this be? They had not even entered the mountain and already the beast stirred. The ground trembling did not stop as he looked around to make sure his companions were safe and accounted for. Then he heard the earth crack and a scream, he looked to Veirra as the ground she stood on gave way and she fell below. Separated from her, once he was able to stand Thorin rushed to the edge of the hillside turned cliff edge they stood on and looked over to see Veirra. She lay unconscious below, but otherwise unharmed. "Veirra!" It was Bilbo that called out even as Thorin looked for a way to get down to her._

"_We need rope!" Thorin called out and looked to the others, already Dwalin was unwinding some rope he brought, both Kili and Fili looked for some place sturdy to tie the rope to. Then the rumbling stopped and everybody looked around._

"_Did the beast go back to sleep?" Bofur asked, as if in answer there came a loud crash as the ground shook violently. The sound of stone being blasted apart followed by the roar of the beast all but said it and was near deafening. All eyes turned to the sky as the dragon flew up into the air, then seemed to see them for he looped around. However the beast did not attack as Thorin thought it would, and something told him why. He looked down as Veirra sat up rubbing her head and was looking up at Thorin. Smaug really was terrible, for the dragon landed not far from Veirra down below. Being such a large beast, Veirra was trapped as she pressed her back to the rocks below. _

"_No! Up here! Fight me, worm!" Thorin yelled down, even then the dragon's cold malicious eyes regarded him._

"_Fool! You should not have returned! Nor should you have have brought your 'queen' and unborn heir." The cold words made Thorin freeze, the beast could not know that could he? It had to be impossible to tell at this point, if Veirra carried his child. As impossible as it sounded, he saw Veirra wrap her arms around her flat stomach protectively. A natural response of any would-be mother. "Watch them burn!"_

_Thorin saw it all in slow motion as Smaug reared back and knew what the dragon was doing. He looked to Veirra who looked up at him. Her silvery eyes sparkled up at him as she mouthed the words: I love you. He saw the dragon start to breath fire, and move to direct it at Veirra. 'No!' He thought, 'This could not be happening!' Yet happening it was and a moment later the spot where the woman he loved was bathed in flames. "NOOOO!"_

Thorin awoke with a jolt, and looked around to find himself still in Veirra's bed and in her room. Immediately he was comforted by the fact that her bare body pressed against his, her dark red hair brushed his cheek and smelled of wild flowers. Her sweet breath fanned his neck, to confirm it was real his arms tightened on her and she stirred with a soft moan. Her gentle fingertips ran over his chest. "Is it time to go already?" Veirra asked sleepily, and it caused Thorin to hold her tighter in fear that the dragon would come and take her away.

"Not yet, my queen." Thorin replied as his hand slid over her flat stomach. The nightmare made him wonder if she possibly conceived.

"You look troubled." Veirra noted lazily her silver eyes half closed as she looked up at him. Her right hand came up and caressed his cheek. "What is wrong?"

"Nothing just a bad dream." Thorin replied, though his large hand remained on her stomach as he thought on what it all meant. Part of him considered abandoning the quest all together, but they were past the point of no return. Instead he considered ways to keep Veirra away from the threat of the dragon, and an idea formed. However he knew she would not like it one bit.

Regardless for now Thorin tried to forget his nightmare and enjoyed being pressed against Veirra as she dosed off back to sleep. The night before made him smile until he remembered the art of courtship. If his mother were alive she would have flogged him several times for taking his future queen out of wedlock. He needed to make it official, to acknowledge his intention to marry Veirra. He groaned as he recalled mortal men's 'customs', a ring was given in those cases. Sadly a ring was what he did not have, or at least one that would fit Veirra's slim fingers. However he could still follow Dwarven customs at least. Untangling his arms from her, he straightened her red hair and found the ideal lock of hair and began braiding. He took his time in folding the pieces of hair together to make the intricate yet simple braid. As was custom he took his time wanting it to be perfect, so that there could be no doubt.

"Mmmm Thorin? What are you doing?" Veirra asked sleepily as she awoke again to the feeling of Thorin playing with her hair.

"Laying claim to you." Thorin said as he continued braiding, "It is customary for men to give their intended a ring. For dwarves we braid a lock of our bride's hair and to..." as Thorin spoke he finished the simple small braid and took off one of his own silver hair beads off of one of his braids and put it on the end of hers. "Show that she belongs to that dwarf. In this case it is to show that you belong to me."

Veirra moved once the braid was finished. Reaching up she pulled the braid forward to look at it admiring it and realising the silver bead was Thorin's. "My father told me of some of the Dwarves customs. These beads usually are highly important, family heirlooms past down. This one looks to be-"

"Of the line of Durin, yes." Thorin said, "And they are important which is why you wear it now." Veirra smiled as she looked at the braid and bead, then turned her attention back to Thorin where she pulled him in for another kiss.

* * *

><p>Eventually it was time to get up, even if the desire to stay in bed with Thorin was strong. As it stood Thorin had preparations to make himself, but the troubled look barely left his face once they got up from the bed. Washing and dressing, Veirra attached the new wrist daggers and took a moment to admire them. Thorin did the same, but left her room before her. Faintly she had heard Fili outside as he caught Thorin leaving her room. Now she really did not want to leave her room knowing the rest of the company would soon know. <em>'They would have known anyway with the braid.' <em>She told herself. Veirra heard Thorin's hushed voice speak to his nephew, but what was said she could not tell.

Once ready Veirra left her room and came down to find some of the dwarves up and preparing to depart. Balin and Dwalin both wore knowing grins as they packed their bags. In response as Veirra sat down at the table to have breakfast she gave them a warning look that said: 'Not a word.' Fortunately Balin and Dwalin were respectful enough to keep quiet. Bilbo sat down across from her saying 'good morning' blissfully unaware of what went on and had not yet noticed the braid.

For a moment the morning was a peaceful one until Veirra heard a cough come from Kili as he sat on her left, and Fili took the seat on her right. Kili looked even more pale then the previous day, and yet he had a mischievous smile on his face, as did Fili. "So Veirra?" Fili started.

_'Uh-ho here it comes...' _Veirra thought as she set her spoon down, and prepared to be teased. "Can we?"

"Can you what, Kili?" Veirra asked.

"Call you Aunt Veirra!" Both twins cheered, causing Veirra to duck her head and blush while Bilbo choked on his porridge and started coughing. Peeking through her hair for aid Veirra saw Balin and Dwalin barely containing their laughter. Over in the far right corner Oin asked Gloin to repeat what the lads said for his trumpet missed key words in the conversation. Dori, Ori, and Nori were seated at another table further to the right and having a harder time trying to keep from laughing, while Bifur pretended to eat, and Bombur actually ate. Bofur was still asleep a few tables away having celebrated a bit too much. Bilbo just watched stunned as Fili and Kili did not stop there and began nagging her with questions.

"So can we call you Aunt Veirra?" Fili asked.

"Are you going to become queen?" Kili asked.

"Please tell us we are going to have cousins, Auntie." Fili continued, the questions only made her blush more and more.

"Alright alright! Stop, please. I will answer. No to the first question. Yes...I think to the second, and to the third...maybe?" Veirra finally answered hoping now for peace and quiet. The silence lasted for a moment then she groaned as Kili gave his best hurt look.

"We can not call you auntie?" He asked pouting.

"But we want to call you Aunt Veirra, please!" Fili begged, making her groan again. She knew they would not stop until she agreed.

"Alright fine! You can call me Aunt Veirra." She mumbled.

"AUNTIE!" Both cheered then both hugged her in a big group hug. Looking to Balin and Dwalin who now openly laughed she gave a look that said: 'Please help me!' However neither moved to do any such thing, it was then Kili entered another coughing fit. The joking around quickly died out as Veirra turned on the bench to face Kili head on as he leaned against the table. She looked at his injury, it looked no better, but rather then scare anyone she did not say it aloud.

"You need to eat something Kili, you do not look well at all." Veirra said, but Kili merely shook his head.

"He can not hold much down. We found that out last night." Fili answered now worried.

"Kili please try for me." Veirra pleaded, if he could hold something down it would make things easier.

Kili gave a weak smile before answering. "Alright Auntie."

As asked Kili tried to eat, but holding food down proved the greater challenge. In all honesty Veirra knew he could not travel like this, but how could she say that to Kili or Fili? They were to leave soon and he looked worse then he had the previous day. After the attempt at eating breakfast, Veirra smiled encouragingly. "Come on Fili, we need to tend to Kili's leg before we leave."

Fili nodded and rose from his seat to help Kili up, as did Veirra. "Do not worry we will get you well, I promise."

"Thanks Auntie." Kili gave a coughing laugh as they led him over to a large chair and put his foot up. Removing the bandage Veirra swallowed hard and masked the worried expression, it was getting worse not better! Putting on a fake smile, Veirra applied some stronger remedies and bandaged Kili's leg with clean linen.

"Time to go." Veirra heard Thorin call as the others gathered their belongings. She would have woken Bofur, but was too busy helping Fili with Kili.

"Kili try to stay off your injured leg and lean against me." Veirra instructed as they moved, eventually they made their way to the docks.

"You do know we are one short. Where is Bofur?" Bilbo asked.

"If he is not here we leave him behind." Thorin replied. Was it just her or did Thorin seem on edge?

"We have to if we are to find the door before nightfall, we can risk no more delays." Balin added. When they reached the boats Fili went to get on the boat and Veirra was going to pass Kili to him.

"Not you," Thorin said baring Kili, "We need to travel at speed you will slow us down."

"What are you talking about?" Kili asked, thinking his uncle joked but Thorin was serious. "I am going to be there when that door opens. When we first look upon the halls of our fathers-"

"Kili, stay here. Rest, and join us when you are healed." Thorin stopped him, then turned away as Oin volunteered to stay and tend to the wounded. With Veirra's help Kili sat down nearby. All the while Fili argued that he would carry Kili if needed.

"It is alright Veirra you go. I will see to him." Oin said, and the ranger looked at Kili apologetically torn by the decision Thorin made. When she turned around Fili stepped off the boat and came to his brother's side. She was just stepping past him when Thorin blocked her path.

"You must stay as well." Thorin replied firmly and immediately she shook her head.

"No I am suppose to stay with you and guide this company while Gandalf is not here." Veirra said as Thorin took hold of her arms.

"You have guided us, but my nephew needs you. I need you to look after him." Thorin pleaded, and as Veirra was about to argue he spoke first. "Please! Stay with them. I need you to stay here, do this for me."

"No Thorin I-"

"I need you here!" Thorin gripped her arms tightly then loosened his grip when she winced. "Please! I am begging you stay with my nephew."

Veirra was not having it and was about to argue with him, he could tell. After all she had not come this far simply to stop there and be left behind. "Please!" Thorin begged desperately and gave her a shake.

The fearful look Thorin gave stopped Veirra from protesting, and she understood. He did not want her anywhere near the lonely mountain while the dragon may yet live there. Perhaps he thought she would be safer in Lake Town? Swallowing hard Veirra finally nodded, then surprised the rest of the company and some of the people of Lake Town by leaning down and kissing Thorin deeply. Even when that awful music started, and the master started talking. Pulling away she met his gaze as she breathed. "Fine I will stay, but you had better come back to me."

"I will always come back for you." Thorin promised before stepping onto the boat. She watched them pull away and looked at those going with Thorin. Bilbo looked equally as torn, but she gave him a sad reassuring smile. The boat moved further away, when Bofur burst through the crowd and realised he had missed the boat. Then he looked at them and smiled glad to be not the only one left behind.

"What you guys missed the boat too?"

"Nope." Veirra sighed saddened as her eyes never left the boat nor the figure of Thorin.

"Kili? Kili!" Fili cried making her turn to see Kili almost fall over as Fili caught him. She came forward and helped him to stay upright.

"We need to get him to a bed." Veirra said as she looked over the ever paling dwarf.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>
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	26. Tried Everything but the Kingsfoil

**Hello all,**

**I forgot to mention on my last chapter, but Happy Belated Halloween. Hope you all enjoyed your Halloween. If you are here in merry old England, then I hope you have a great fifth of November (Guy Fawkes Night). **

**Anyway here is the latest chapter, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Getting Kili to a bed and getting help for him proved harder then Veirra thought, now that most of their company had sailed for Erebor no one wanted to really help. The Master and Alfrid had no problems turning them away once most of their companions had left for Erebor. Veirra was still fuming over their cruel treatment, and had wanted to beat the master and Alfrid senseless for their actions. Unfortunately that would have to wait, they needed to help Kili first. Other locals sadly could not help, not because they did not want to but because they could offer little in the way of aid. Finally the only other place to go was to Bard. Though as they knocked and he opened up to see who it was, Bard took in the sight of her and the dwarves and was already shaking his head. She had rejected him of course he was not happy to see her. "No I am done with dwarves and rangers, go away!"<p>

Bofur caught the door. "No wait!"

"Bard please!" Veirra added, stopping the man from trying to close the door. "No one else will help us. Kili is sick."

The group looked at the dwarf having to be held up by Fili, then looked back at Bard.

"He is very sick." Bofur added.

"Please help us Bard." Veirra pleaded, as Bard looked back at the sick dwarf then sighed before letting them in. "Thank you."

They got Kili inside and laid him down on a nearby bed. Sigrid and Tilda worked on cooking some food and boiling water to help them tend to Kili. While Fili stayed by Kili's side, and Oin went to the apothecary. Bard cut up some herbs to make a tea to bring down Kili's fever. "So your dwarf lord left you behind, why?"

"He had me stay to help Kili, but also I know he wanted me kept safe." Veirra replied, but Bard sighed. Both knew what he wanted to say: _'If he awakens that dragon no one will be safe.'_ She was glad he didn't say it. Instead he said the second thing Veirra wished he wouldn't.

"So you and Thorin, the king under the mountain?"

"Yes..." Veirra swallowed hard, "How did you know?"

"Half the town saw you kiss him before he left." Bard replied calmly, and Veirra winced internally. She had never meant to hurt Bard yet it was becoming common practice.

"Really?!" Bofur asked excitedly, "Are you going to be our queen?!"

"Bofur!" Fili snapped, "Now is not the time." For all the teasing Fili and Kili could do they knew Bard had feelings for Veirra and staying on this subject was helping no one.

"We will talk about this later, Bofur." Veirra whispered, hoping he got the hint. It took the dwarf a moment but with Fili gesturing to Bard who rested his hands on the table and looked like someone had stabbed him, Bofur caught on. He then looked to Veirra who was almost begging him to not say a word. Oin soon returned and was mixing another concoction as Veirra tried to clean the wound in preparation. Afterwards they re-wrapped the wound after applying the new salve with Oin saying. "Now we wait and hope."

"Here have him drink this." Bard handed Veirra a drink.

"Thank you." Veirra replied as Fili helped him sit up and take sips.

* * *

><p>By nightfall Kili only seemed to get worse as the fever got worse. Along with this Veirra's frustration grew as Kili's condition worsened. Since it was Veirra that tried various herbs to clear away the infection, they were going over the list of herbal remedies that had already been used, but failed to help Kili.<p>

"Nightsbane?" Oin asked, as he pressed a cool damp rag to Kili's forehead.

"Tried it." Veirra replied, checking the bandage on his leg.

"Heather? Terbas?"

"Tried both, nothing!"

"Belan? Carnestad? What about-"

"We are using Carnestad now, remember? It is suppose to break fevers but it is doing nothing!" Veirra wanted to pull out her hair in frustration. He should be on the mend, not bedridden! Why was nothing working?! What had she missed?!

"We need something to bring down his fever." Oin said.

"I know..." Veirra said, but what to use when nothing thus far was working?

"You have already tried every remedy out there." Bard pointed out, which only frustrated her further.

"Then we need to try something else." Bofur added stating the obvious.

"What about kingsfoil?" Oin supplied, "Have you tried that?"

"Kingsfoil is a weed. We feed it to the pigs." Bard said

"Kingsfoil? Why didn't I think to try that? I haven't tried it yet." Veirra said hopeful.

"Kingsfoil, right." Bofur stood and pointed at Kili, "Do not go anywhere." Then quickly left to fetch it. Bofur was not gone long when it happened. That was when they felt it a quake that shook the lake and all on it. Everyone looked around frozen by what happened. "Please tell me that is not what I think it is." Oin groaned.

"It was coming from the mountain." Bain confirmed.

"Thorin..." Veirra whispered then swallowed not wanting to think of the dragon awakening, and her fears for Thorin and their friends.

Next Fili got to his feet. "You should leave us. Take your family and go somewhere safe."

"And go where? There is nowhere to go." Bard replied.

"Are we going to die da?" Tilda asked scared.

"No, darling." Bard said trying to reassure his youngest.

"The dragon he is going to kill us." Tilda replied not believing her father. Bard reached up and pulled down what originally looked to be the rod that held up pots and pans; but turned out to be a black arrow.

"Not if I kill it first." He promised. Veirra was soon distracted by Kili who cried out in pain and was called back to his side. She knew Bard and his son Bain left, and that Tilda and Sigrid stayed to help them. All too soon Bain returned, he and Bard got separated by guards that nearly caught them. He lost his pursuers, but most took after his father. The boy decided to wait for his father's return, and right then there was little Veirra or the dwarf guests could do with Kili gradually getting worse.

"I am going to wait outside for da." Sigrid finally stated, "Will you be alright?"

"We will be fine Sigrid, do not worry." Veirra replied, then Bard's eldest stepped outside.

"Where is Bofur?! We need that Kingsfoil!" Oin complained. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Fili getting more and more worried. He needed something to do other than sit by and helplessly watch his brother get worse.

"Fili, go find Bofur. We need that Kingsfoil." Veirra said. At first she thought Fili might argue as he did not want to leave Kili's side, but did as she asked. He was gone but a moment when a loud thud was heard, someone was outside. "Oin watch Kili, I will go see what that was."

Oin nodded as he continued to watch over Kili, and Veirra rose from her spot. Stepping outside the cool air hit her and she looked around, then heard a groan and angry voices around the side of the house. Instinct had her flick her wrist and out shot one of her new wrist daggers, after all it was best to be prepared for anything. Heading down the steps Veirra came upon the sight of Sigrid pressed to the wall of her house shaken. Then Veirra saw Fili throw a man forward, as the man landed at her feet he peeked up at her. Alfrid, the master's own little weasel! "I caught him trying to harm Lady Sigrid." Fili explained.

"The master will hear of this!" Alfrid replied as he tried to stumble to his feet, and Sigrid flinched away shaking like a leaf. Veirra looked more closely at Bard's daughter who hugged herself protectively. 'Harm' was what Fili said a loose term for assault as Veirra considered drowning Alfrid in the lake. Looking back to the weasel Veirra considered breaking bones until he apologised to the young woman. However instead she kept control of her temper.

"I do not care what your master will think. Though if I were the master I would be scared considering it involves those close to the king under the mountain." Veirra replied eye brow raised, Fili being the current heir after Thorin. However Alfrid took the words differently.

"He will not care that I offend some ranger whore of Thorin's!" Alfrid spat, and before Veirra could bat an eyelash Fili pulled Alfrid upright and broke the weasel's nose.

"That ranger is going to be the queen of Erebor and my aunt, show respect!" Now Alfrid lay on the wooden planks crying and clutching his bleeding nose.

"Actually I was referring to the fact that not only did your master refuse aid to Thorin's youngest nephew Kili; but now you come here and offend the next in line to the throne. I do not really care what your master will have to say Alfrid, but I can assure Thorin will have plenty to say about his nephews treatment here. Not to mention I have killed men for less than what you have attempted to do, so if your master does hear of it I can assure you that you will not live long enough to reap the benefits. So after all that you listen carefully you can either get your slimy ass out of my sight, or I will let Fili beat you to death and the hide the body for him." Veirra said as the man tried to get to his feet now terrified.

"And if I ever catch you bothering Sigrid, I will make sure you disappear!" Fili added coldly, it was enough to get Alfrid crawling away quickly and leaving the three alone. Veirra turned back to see Fili slowly approaching Sigrid. "Are you alright? He did not hurt you did he?"

Sigrid shook her head but she was holding back tears. Looking her over Veirra noted that Sigrid's dress was still intact, meaning Alfrid did not get far. She was trying to see if there was any visible injuries, but none she could see. Veirra slowly came closure as Fili had done when she spoke. "Sigrid? What did he want? It is okay you can tell us."

It took the young woman a few moments to form the words, then she spoke with an obviously shaky voice. "Alfrid has been after me since I was sixteen, but because I did not want him and my Da would not let him near me; Alfrid has made life more and more difficult for my family."

"I thought you were sixteen." Fili said surprised.

"N—no I am eighteen." Sigrid replied shakily, "I am sorry to have involved you in this mess with Alfrid..."

"No no it is alright, please go on." Veirra added wanting to know fully what exactly was going on.

"Alfrid has the master's ear and tells the master that my father is a trouble maker. He has been trying to get my father in trouble and out of the way now for two years." Sigrid explained. Now Veirra understood why Alfrid looked for an excuse to get Bard arrested, he wanted Sigrid. She was suddenly glad that she covered for Bard when Alfrid came to get any dirt on the bargeman. She was also glad she sent Fili out when she did otherwise who knew what could have happened.

"Well Alfrid is not getting anywhere near you." Fili promised giving her a charming smile. "I promise he will never touch you."

The smile that spread over Sigrid's lips as she looked at Fili was one of the only times Veirra had seen the young woman smile. In deep gratitude Sigrid came forward in a rush and hugged Fili. The response surprised the blonde dwarf that looked to Veirra uncertain of what he should do, however Veirra just smiled at him. Again Fili was even more shocked when Sigrid kissed his cheek. "Thank you!"

Then Sigrid seemed to realise what she was doing and stepped back as if stung by a bee. "Oh sorry! I should not be hugging you like that. I just-" Sigrid cleared her throat to try again. "Thank you, Lord Fili."

"Just Fili is fine, milady." Fili fumbled blushing at the young woman. _'Like Uncle, like nephew.' _Veirra thought smiling at the pair. The sweet moment was interrupted by Kili's cries bringing the three back to the present problem.

"We must return to Kili." Veirra said heading back up the stairs and towards the house. Fili followed behind, but looked to make sure Sigrid was close by. Both entered the house with Sigrid right behind them.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>
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	27. Elven Magic and Kingsfoil

**Hello all,**

**Well here is chapter 28. Hope you all enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Heading back inside Bard's home, Veirra, and Fili came in first followed by Sigrid. The situation had changed little inside, Kili was still in the bed with Oin by his side. The dark haired dwarf only seemed to get worse with time.<p>

"What is going on? We need that kingsfoil." Oin asked from his place beside Kili. Sighing Veirra turned to head back out. She had forgotten about the kingsfoil due to the uninvited guest that was Alfrid. The weasel harassing poor Sigrid did not help the situation inside the house. Moving towards the door Veirra saw Sigrid start to came inside and started to close the door. No sooner was the door half way shut did Sigrid scream and try to shut the door fully. An Orc was trying to force his way into the house. Before Veirra could help the door was yanked open and the Orc slashed at the young maiden who was pulled back by Fili.

Veirra kicked a chair out in front of the Orc tripping him up. He fell to the floor, but that was only one Orc and before Veirra could attack him another rushed in. All around fighting erupted along with screams as Fili tackled the Orc and started punching him. Sigrid grabbed Tilda and pulled her under the table, while Bain threw anything he could get his hands on at another Orc that crashed through the roof. "The back door!" Bain called out.

As the back door flew open and in came another Orc. Veirra did not hesitate as she rushed for the back door and attacked the Orc to come in through the door. In the limited space of the house Veirra was knocked onto the table and the Orc was trying to stab her. Flicking her left wrist she was glad her new wrist daggers worked as well as the old ones had. The Orc tried to stab again and Veirra moved her head to the side to avoid the blade that caused a shallow cut to her cheek. When the Orc went to stab again, Veirra made full use of her wrist dagger sinking the blade into the Orc's neck. The Orc made a sickening gurgling sound and she pushed him off of her. Unfortunately before she could get up, another Orc came through the roof and nearly landed on her. Soon she was struggling to keep the Orc's crude axe from killing her. It was a battle of strength, she had barely caught the axe's handle and tried to keep it from being embedded in her neck.

It was a battle she was losing as the Orc slowly pressed the axe closer. So focused she did not know another entered through the door, but she did hear the thud of another landing on the table and thought. _'Oh no not another one! We are dead!' _However they were anything but dead, a booted foot connected with the Orc above her and he flew off of her and onto the floor. Looking up at the one that saved her, it was the last person she expected here. The handsome elven prince of Mirkwood saved her for a second time. There was little time to wonder why the elven prince was there, as she got up and saw Tauriel there as well and fighting the Orcs. Flicking her other wrist she drew her second wrist dagger and slashed one of the Orcs coming at her. While the two elves made short work of the other Orcs, Veirra stabbed another that came up behind Legolas. Then was momentarily distracted as Kili cried out, an Orc was trying to pull him from the bed. "Kili!"

Tauriel responded by throwing a dagger that caught the Orc in the throat. Oin was busy trying to protect the young lad Bain, while Fili tried to defend Sigrid and Tilda. However between the two elves and ranger helping the Orcs fell quickly with one running out of the chaos. "AHHH!"

The cry came from Kili who had stabbed an Orc from behind and now lay on the floor. Oin and Fili rushed to Kili's side. "You killed them all." Bain said shocked.

"There are others." Legolas stated heading for the door.

"They were looking for Thorin." Veirra replied as she stood straight.

"Not just Thorin, one of them said find the ranger woman." Legolas said eyeing her, however right then it looked as though the Orcs were in full retreat. "Tauriel come." Veirra shook off the disturbed feeling of the Orcs being after her too, and knelt by Kili's side.

"We are losing him!" Oin said. _'No, no NO! This can not be happening! What did I do wrong?! Why hasn't anything worked?!' _Veirra thought frantically, unable to look at Fili.

"Tauriel." Legolas said again and Veirra looked back at the red haired elf maiden. Her expression was torn between staying and going, then Veirra returned her attention to Kili. She heard Tauriel move towards the door, but little else and thought for a moment the elf maiden had left.

"What are you doing?" Bofur's voice asked and Veirra looked back at the door surprised to find Tauriel still there and holding the kingsfoil. She did not hear what Tauriel said next but judging by the expression and Tauriel coming back inside she knew what the elf intended to do.

"_Thank you! I know it was a hard choice." _Veirra replied in elven causing Tauriel to smile slightly.

"You must lay him some place flat, and I need water for these." Tauriel said holding up the kingsfoil. Nodding Veirra got to her feet.

"Bofur help me put the table right." Veirra called and the dwarf rushed forward to stand the table. Bard's children recovered fast enough as Bain helped to put the table right, and Sigrid went to fetch the water. Tilda picked up the walnuts on the floor so no one would slip on them and put them back on the table. However though one could still tell they were in shock as Tilda placed the walnuts on the table they were going to lay Kili on, and Sigrid's hands shook as she held the bowl of water for Tauriel.

Fili, Oin and Bofur lifted Kili onto the table and tried to hold the struggling dwarf. "Hold him down." Tauriel said as she finished washing the kingfoil and came around the table. Doing as instructed the group held Kili down as she started speaking in elven and pressed the wet crushed kingsfoil into his wound. Veirra stood opposite holding down Kili's arm, next to Fili who held down his shoulders. Soon Sigrid and Tilda rushed forward to help hold Kili down as Tauriel continued speaking in elven, Veirra understood but for those around her they could only stare in wonder as Tauriel continued and seemed to brighten like a star. Slowly Kili relaxed beneath their hands and stared at Tauriel in awe as his pain subsided. Releasing a shaky breath Veirra relaxed as the room grew quiet and she leaned against the wall to calm herself. A moment later she looked to Bard's children, the ones they had endangered. Sigrid comforted Tilda who was now tired but still afraid.

"It is adrenaline, Tilda. You feel shaky, yet exhausted. The adrenaline has run it's course and when it leaves exhaustion follows. It is alright the Orcs are not coming back." Veirra explained.

"But the other blond haired elf said they were after you too!" Tilda argued. Veirra bit her bottom lip thinking of what to do to calm the young girl.

"They were after all of us lass, not just Veirra." Oin added.

"The Orcs have been driven off. They are not coming back." Tauriel said. It seemed to calm their fears down, but seeing how shaky the three were, Veirra went to her pouch and pulled out some sort of leaves.

"Here this is Silrean leaves, they are very sweet tasting it will help restore sugar to your blood and calm you enough to sleep. Just suck on them though do not chew." Veirra instructed as she handed each a leaf. They each put one in their mouths and sat nearby, while Veirra rose to her feet and went to check at the door.

All was quiet outside, the Orcs long gone as was the elven prince. Securing the door she checked the back and then looked at the damage to the roof. _'Now Bard will really hate me. Damn it! We will have to fix it for him.' _Veirra sighed, then looked to see Bofur standing guard by the window. Fili and Oin stood in the kitchen watching Tuariel and Kili. Coming forward, Veirra noticed Kili was still awake if a bit delirious. "Taurial..." Kili said the name so softly she was uncertain if he had actually spoken, but Tauriel looked down at the young dwarf.

"Lie still." She said softly, and went back to wrapping his leg. Veirra was about to thank Tauriel again when Kili spoke up again.

"You, you can not be her. She is far away. She is so very far far away from me." Veirra wanted to tell Kili that Tauriel really was there, but something told her to stay silent. "She walks in starlight in another world..."

Veirra peeked up to see Tauriel's surprised expression, then looked back at Kili as he continued. "It was just a dream..." Even still Kili reached for her hand, and Tauriel was torn between taking his hand and proving to him it was not a dream. Looking closer at the elf maiden, Veirra realised the problem as the pain and uncertainty flickered across Tauriel's face. The elf maiden loved Legolas but to be with him was denied her, most likely by King Thranduil. Now here she stood with Kili afraid to give up her heart again and be denied, and yet she let their fingers touch. "Do you think she could have loved me?"

The question had Veirra smiling, then she looked to Tauriel and saw that the elf did not know how to answer him. Fortunately for Tauriel, Kili dosed off into unconsciousness leaving her to stare at him for a moment, then she felt Veirra watching her and looked up. Whether the others heard or not they did not seem to react too much to Kili's delirious words. For longer then the elf maiden realised she let her fingers brush his as she looked down at their hands, and Veirra watched her. _'How long has she been alone? Denied love by another?' _For many the traits that distinguished a Silvan elf were hard for a human to read, but there were distinct differences if one bothered to look. Namely they always seemed more brash to Veirra, less wise or regal then the Noldor. For example Noldor elves were extremely hard to read by merely watching them. Ones such as the Lady Galadriel always wore a calm face and kept their emotions firmly in check. However Silvan elves were a lot easier to read, and Tauriel looked to be arguing with herself in that moment.

Veirra clenched her fists, as her mind came to the realisation of what she saw in Tauriel's face. Being a Silvan elf meant that King Thranduil believed her beneath him and by quick conclusion his son. What a fool Thranduil was thinking himself so wise and yet he destroyed all chance of allies and hurt his own kin. Undoubtedly the king would stand alone one day, and Veirra longed to see him look for aid and receive none.

A soft gasp escaped Tauriel's lips as she seemed to realise what she was doing, she quickly pulled her hand away from Kili's and stepped away. The elf looked around to find several pairs of eyes on her wondering what was wrong before quickly heading for the door. "I must go, goodbye."

"Wait-" Veirra started but the elf was already out the door. Moving fast she was around the table and to the door. "Stay here." She commanded the others before heading outside. Following the elf outside and down the steps she almost had to run to keep up.

"Tauriel wait." Veirra said catching hold of the elf's arm and making her turn to face her.

"I have to-" Tauriel started to say, but Veirra quickly interrupted.

"You were torn! You wanted to stay and help Kili, but you also wanted to go and fight by Legolas' side." The shocked green eyes of the elf stared at her like she had said she was an Orc in disguise. Veirra sighed, but continued, "You love Legolas but your king will never allow it, so you have long ago given up hope and tried to dissuade the Elven prince. So instead you have only allowed for a relationship of camaraderie between you and him."

Tauriel seemed to get more and more shocked by the ranger's knack for reading people like an open book. Was she that obvious? "I overheard you and Kili back in the dungeons. You spoke of starlight and fire moons. I did not pay too much attention then because I did not want to intrude, but now I see it. What you have longed for and believed you could never have with Legolas but now you have. Only this time it is much stronger for Kili. It frightens you because it seems impossible and out reach like the stars, and you fear you will be denied love for a second time."

"How did you know all that?" Tauriel asked amazed.

"You learn more about a person by simply watching them." Veirra shrugged, "It is a talent my father and I shared."

Outside the temperature had dropped and it was quiet, almost too quiet. To break the silence Veirra sighed before continuing. "Your king is not here, nor does he hold power over the whole of Middle Earth any more then holds power over people's hearts. He has no say in this matter, nor any control over the decision."

"And what of Kili's companions? Thorin Oakenshield? Will they not have a say on this matter?" Tauriel asked.

"Despite your king's claims, Thorin Oakenshield is a better king. When he learns you saved Kili's life he will not care that you are an elf. Besides Thorin loves his nephews, unlike Thranduil; Thorin would never deny his nephew's happiness." Veirra said confidently, "We would be mourning Kili's loss right now if not for you. I would have failed miserably to save him, and I do not know how we can ever repay you. But Thorin will know who saved his nephew and more importantly he will know why you saved him."

Tauriel blushed at the idea of Thorin knowing an elf loved his nephew, then shook her head. "This seems too impossible..."

"Hey if it helps, if you told me back in Mirkwood Fili and Kili would be calling me Auntie, and Thorin would want me for his queen. I would laughed until I fell over. Impossible is not that far out of reach as you may think." Veirra did not think Tauriel could look any more shocked then she did already, but hearing a human ranger would be a dwarf lord's queen must have been a large shock. "Come back inside, stay with us. Prove to Kili when he wakes you are not a dream, please."

For a few moments Tauriel looked like she might refuse, but finally she smiled and nodded to Veirra. "Alright I will stay, and you can show me how possible the impossible really is."

Leading the way back inside of Bard's home Tauriel glanced around worried she would be as welcomed as a bad rash. However she was surprised to find the remaining dwarves that stayed in Lake-town surprisingly nice. Tauriel returned to the table to look over the sleeping Kili and allowed herself a smile as she watch him sleep. Veirra took a nearby seat and was wondering if Thorin was safe. It was hours before dawn, and they had only been there but a moment when the entire lake and all on it trembled. This time the quake was the strongest yet and heralded what was to come their way. Veirra rose to her feet gripping the side panel as they looked around and realised the dragon was more then awake, it was coming here.

Both Veirra and Tauriel rushed outside to confirm it. The horrified look on Tauriel's face meant she was able to hear what others could not. "Tauriel. What does your Elven ears hear?"

"A voice full of malice on the wind. It says: 'I am fire, I am...death!' Smaug comes for us."

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>
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	28. A Kiss for Luck

**Hello everybody,**

**Well here is the beginning of the Battle of Five Armies story. Just a fair warning though unlike the first two movies where my story stuck rather close to what happens in the movies. The third movie I deviate from, you will see of course, but I will explain further in the Author's Notes.**

* * *

><p>The quake had been enough to wake Kili who had been moved from the table by Fili and Bofur. Outside others were reacting to the approaching threat, but it was what was inside that Veirra worried for in that moment as Tilda started crying and clutched a doll. "Where is da? I want da!"<p>

Tauriel spared Veirra a quick glance before going back inside to take charge of the situation. Though Veirra looked back at the lonely mountain wondering and fearing the worst. _'You promised you would come back Thorin.' _"We have no time. We must leave." Tauriel spoke up to Veirra's companions bringing her back to the moment. Turning away Veirra came back inside as Tauriel adjusted Tilda's coat, and Fili helped his brother to stand.

"We're not leaving. Not without our father." Bain argued.

"If you stay here your sisters will die. Is that what your father would want?" Tauriel asked. When Bain could only nod, Tauriel looked around. "We must leave now."

"Wait!" Sigrid spoke up.

"Sister we can not wait for Da."

"You do not understand the master locked Da up, Alfrid told me!" Sigrid said.

"Why did you not say something sooner?" Veirra asked.

"Because you were busy with Kili, then the Orcs came." Sigrid answered, and Veirra sighed as she tried to think of what to do.

"Meaning the master has the black arrow too." Bofur groaned.

"No I hid the arrow." Bain answered.

"Where?" Veirra asked turning to Bain.

"On an old small fishing boat, hidden beneath fishing nets. The boat is no longer used, it merely holds fishing rods and nets. It is at the base of the master's statue in the square." Bain answered, already Veirra was planning.

"Tauriel I need you to get Bard's children and my companions out of Lake-town for me." Veirra answered. Immediately her companions began arguing causing a raucous.

"We are not leaving you here!" Fili argued.

"You cannot be serious!" Bofur added.

"I heard that wrong, right? She did not just say she is staying here!" Oin added.

"Listen!" Veirra snapped, "These people are in trouble and the one person to down Smaug is in jail because of us! We need Bard and the black arrow! We also owe him a great deal for helping us! Now Kili is still recovering so Fili you already know where you belong, and if not for Bard and his children we would have been out on the street! So you will look after your brother and protect Bard's children! And you two will go with them! Oin your place is with the sick and while Kili is well on his way to recovering there will be plenty of others that will need you before this is done! Bofur they will need all the help they can get. Follow Tauriel and listen to her, she will get you out of here."

"Our uncle will never forgive us if we let you go!" Fili argued.

"And I need you lot out of the way! What will get me killed fastest is if I have to worry about you while trying to get Bard and stop the dragon!" Veirra replied coldly, it was not intended to sound so cold and ruthlessly brutal but what else could she do? She needed the freedom to move unhindered by worry or doubt. She needed to be able to operate independently and without distractions. She could always apologise later if she survived the flying worm, but for now she turned away from the hurt looks and focused on the elf Tauriel that seemed to understand her logic. "Please get them to safety for me."

"Of course." Tauriel replied, then as Veirra turned to go Tauriel stopped her. "Wait you will need these more then I and they belong to you."

The elf maiden undid the belt that held two familiar blades: 'Lum-tirith'. The short swords taken from her in Mirkwood. Given back her blades Veirra nodded and put them back on. "Thank you."

If nothing else it felt reassuring to have the twin blades back with her as she turned to leave and only took a quick look back at the people she was leaving in Tauriel's care. Leaving Bard's home Veirra was plunged into a world of chaos as people scrambled about and the dragon flew overhead. A number of fires already were started and Veirra took off running. Dodging people as she moved and heading for where the black arrow had been left by Bain. It was on her way to retrieve the black arrow that she found the master on a boat with Alfred and the treasury.

"Come on come on! Move before the dragon comes!" The master called as his guardsmen rowed and shoved people away with oars to keep them from climbing onto the boat. Looking ahead of the boat's path she noticed a bridge the boat would pass under, and ran towards it. One of the guardsmen held the key to Bard's cell, and she would have it. Most likely the key was held by the captain of Lake-town's guard Braga.

Getting ahead of the boat was relatively easy considering it was weighted down by the treasury, as Veirra rounded the walkway and got to the bridge. When the boat was close enough she climbed up onto the railing and dropped down onto the boat taking them by surprise. Pulling the short swords before the guards could react, Veirra was on the offensive as she tripped up one guard sending him into the water. Another rushed her with the oar he had been using and she cut the wooden shaft in two before kicking him in the stomach and sending him into the water as well. Leaping over the gold she went straight for the master and had the blade angled at his throat.

"Now, now there is no need to be hasty. We can all get out of here-"

"Shut up! You are lucky to still be breathing after turning my companions and I away! Braga!" Veirra called looking for the coward of a guard captain. The man stood not far away as he and a number of guards had their blades drawn but would not attack with her holding their leader at sword point. "If you value the lives on this boat you will give me the key to Bard's cell or I will kill every last man on this boat starting with your master!"

"Do as she says!" the master whimpered like a frightened girl.

"I doubt you have the guts girl!" Braga replied coldly.

"Considering how many innocents are dying the longer Bard remain locked up. Believe me I will kill every last one of you on this boat and not mourn a second of it! So what will it be the key? Or death?!" Veirra asked in a violently cold voice that seemed to shatter the coward's resolve. Whatever he saw it was enough to scare him into giving up the key.

"Alright here take the key."

"Wise choice!" Veirra said snatching the key from him. Immediately she shoved the master into Braga and jumped from the side of the boat onto a nearby walkway rolling to her feet, sheathing her blades, and taking off even as the master screamed. "Get her!"

However no one was in favour of chasing her through a burning town, as the guards did not follow. Moving with all the speed she could she ran heading for the black arrow and Bard. However even moving as fast as she could seemed slowed by the fires, people, and confusion. Running down one narrow street, Veirra saw ahead of her a little girl crying and screaming for her mother as she clutched a doll. The roar a second later made Veirra look up, Smaug was flying towards them setting the street ahead ablaze. Running as fast as she could she snatched up the girl and dashed into a side alley to avoid her or the girl being cooked by dragon fire.

Clutching the girl to her, Veirra took a moment to catch her breath when a familiar looking woman from Lake-town appeared next to her. The woman that had dropped a flower pot on a guard's head when they first arrived. "Are you alright?! Oh! You, you are the woman that was with those dwarves!"

"Yes, listen I need you to take this girl and get out of here!" Veirra said handing the still crying girl off to the local woman.

"What of you?!" The woman asked surprised.

"I must free the man that can save us all and kill that beast, now go!" Veirra replied.

"Good luck to you." She said before turning and running to get to safety.

"Thanks I will need it." Veirra mumbled then took off again, her next stop to retrieve the black arrow. Fortunately it was not one of the boats being used to evacuate the town, and Bain's description made finding the arrow easy. Taking the arrow, Veira had little time to catch her breath as she headed for the jail hoping Bard was alive and well. What became more worrisome was that part of the jail was on fire.

On running into the burning jail, Veirra called out as she moved then heard a crash upstairs. "Bard! Bard where are you?!"

On getting upstairs she found Bard had managed to tie some rope to the bars and used the rope and something else to help pull the bars out of the wall making a large hole for him to escape out of. As the bargeman was about to climb out Veirra sighed. "You know you could have just waited for me to rescue you."

The bargeman did a double take before climbing back into his cell and coming to the bars. "Veirra?! You are here?! What are you doing here?!"

"Here to rescue the man that can down a dragon." Veirra stated matter-of-factly as she held up the keys in one hand and the black arrow in another. "Shall we?"

"And here I thought you came back because of my charms." Bard teased as Veirra unlocked his cell. The humour quickly died out as a crash was heard and the staircase was now engulfed in flames.

"Looks like we are leaving your way." Veirra said gesturing to the hole Bard had made. Following Bard out onto the roof, the pair was shocked to find so much of Lake-Town engulfed in fire. Fortunately the wind lance was still there, meaning Smaug had either not noticed it or was so confident that he did not fear anyone shooting a black arrow from it and killing him. Veirra tended to think it was the latter since the beast had not been harmed by Bard's grandfather.

Wordlessly the pair jumped from rooftop to rooftop heading for the wind lance, which was at the top of the city hall building as a reminder. Strangely she was in front rather than taking rear position, usually she wanted to keep those she protected in front in case they ran into trouble but the bargeman seemed to insist she go first. Regardless she was running up ahead of him when he called out. "Run!"

The sound of large wings was enough to warn her of the danger as she jumped down to a lower roof with Bard right behind her. The sound of a crash as some of the roofing came loose made her almost slip as Bard fell past her.

"Bard!" Veirra cried, however at the last minute he rammed an arrow into the roof to keep from falling below. "Bard hold on." Carefully and quickly she got to the edge and grabbed his arm to pull him up. Pulling him back onto the roof he lay partially on top of her as they caught their breathes. "Next time Bard try not to fall to your death."

"Very well my lady I will just avoid the giant dragon flying right for me." Bard said as the pair got to their feet. The banter ceased as they continued for the wind lance eventually making it to the tower that held it. Veirra handed the arrow to Bard when they got to the wind lance and the gravity of the situation hit. There was only one black arrow, and only one chance. "You will need a clear shot, if you miss-"

"I know." Bard answered trying to keep calm as he set the arrow.

"Then I will get you your one clear shot." Veirra said after a moment and started to turn to leave, a hand caught her arm and whirled her around.

"What are you doing?! Do not be foolish the dragon would kill you!"

"You only have one shot, and I can at least try to get that for you, Bard!" Veirra replied then tried to calm down as she placed a hand on his and tried to get her arm free. "You must trust me, Bard."

For a moment she thought he would let go, then his free hand reached up to grab the back of her head. The next thing she knew he was pressing his lips to hers, instinctively she pulled away from the contact. "What are you doing?!"

"A kiss for luck, if I miss we all will burn. Consider it a 'last request'." Bard said softly as he slid his arm around her waist and pulled her close. Veirra blushed at the contact, but did not pull away. A thousand thoughts rushed through her head seemingly all at once. _'This is wrong! I belong to Thorin! I feel like I am betraying him! Well I am not really betraying him, it is just a kiss for luck after all. If not a last request I would never allow it, but we could all die. What is one kiss anyway?' _The next moment Bard pressed his lips to hers and held her close. What was one kiss indeed? No sooner had the kiss started as a chaste one then it deepened. The next thing she knew, she gave a soft moan and Bard was fully kissing her with all the pent up passion he could. Seeing as it could be his last chance before dying, Veirra did not resist. Instead she realised too late that she was kissing him back and felt guilt gnaw at her obvious betrayal. The response made Bard kiss her even more as he delved into her mouth kissing her until they were both breathless.

Both took a moment to recover and catch their breathes, then Bard spoke first. "Thorin has no idea how lucky he is."

The awestruck look on Bard's face made her shiver as he ran his fingers over her cheek, then he straightened and was brought back to the present moment. "Be careful." He urged then turned to the wind lance.

While Veirra shook off the confusion and headed downstairs, she moved quickly from city hall and down a couple of houses that would give Bard a clear shot. Getting to the roof of the house she looked across to Bard. The position was perfect for luring a dragon to his death. Taking a deep breathe Veirra turned to the dragon as it flew about. Now all she had to do was get the worm's attention.

"OVER HERE YOU COWARD! COME ON OR ARE YOU THAT SPINELESS, WORM?!" Veirra screamed as loud as she possibly could as she waved her arms trying to gain the dragon's attention. When that failed to get the dragon's attention, Veirra pulled her bow and arrows. She knew any arrows shot would be useless, but might gain Smaug's attention just enough. So she started shooting at the beast and flinging verbal insults. Finally the dragon roared as it circled back around.

"**A COWARD AM I?! YOU WILL BURN!" **_'Yep definitely got the dragon's attention now.' _Veirra thought as the dragon flew towards her. _'Please do not miss Bard.' _

Backing towards the edge of the roof, Veirra waited for the last moment before jumping off and down into the waters of Lake-Town. A second later she came up and heard a pained roar as Smaug flew upwards. She watched in awe as the dragon then fell back towards the town, and the impact sent wood and water in all directions. Being in the water, a wave hit and drowned Veirra as she was thrown back. She fought the large wave until her head smacked against one of the boats and everything suddenly grew muddy then black.

* * *

><p><em>'Am I dead?' Veirra wondered as she stood alone in darkness. She remembered the dragon coming for her, the black arrow finding it's mark, and the dragon's fall. She did not get the chance to wonder what was going on for long as she felt someone behind her. No felt was not right, she knew who was behind her, it was the presence she had felt before. In her dreams, in Mirkwood. This being haunted her, called to her, and would never leave her be. She was afraid to turn around, but knew she had little choice. Turning she froze as she saw the same shadowed figure and heard the evil whispers coming from it. Behind the shadows flames blazed and Veirra felt rooted to the spot by fear. <em>_**"Traitor! You will pay for your betrayal! Cursed. A thousand lives and a thousand deaths you and all you hold dear will suffer!"**_

"_Traitor?! I do not even know who you are! I have no loyalties to you to even be counted as a traitor!" Veirra yelled trying to make sense of this nightmare. Despite her brave words she was terrified and finally regained enough control to back away until she could move no further._

"_**You and all you hold dear will suffer until the end of time!" **_

* * *

><p>Meanwhile Bard came down from city hall relieved that the dragon was no more, but where was Veirra? She must have escaped the dragon, but her disappearance was what worried him as he called her name heading towards the house she had been on the roof of. Finally he caught sight of the still form in the water. "Veirra!"<p>

Without a second thought he jumped into the waters and pulled her to him to keep her head above water as he swam for the nearest walkway. Pulling her out of the waters he checked to make sure she still breathed, which she did. Before he could check her for injuries Veirra jolted awake with a gasp. Seeing Bard over her she sat up and threw her arms around his neck as she gave a frightened sob. "Bard!"

For a second Bard was surprised, then wrapped his arms around her. "Shhh it is alright. The dragon is no more. You are safe now."

"It is not the dragon I fear." Veirra replied shaken by the shadow in her dream, the one that had supposedly cursed her for the death of Smaug. Cursed her and all those she held dear, Thorin! Pulling away from Bard, Veirra must have appeared hysterical to Bard. "I have to go. I need to find Thorin now."

However the more she spoke the more dizzy she got. Her head hurt and pounded in her skull. When she looked up at Bard his eyes had gone wide at the sight of blood on his hand from when he had touched the back of her head. "Veirra you are injured. Calm down."

"But I need to find him. I need to know... I need to see-" Veirra tried to keep her eyes open, but even her words were drawn out and slurred from the head injury she had received. The last thing she recalled was Bard calling out for help.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>
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**Anyway I hope you all enjoyed and please review away.**

**Lesliezin**


	29. Searching for What was Lost

**Hello all,**

**Well here is chapter 29 and a type of Christmas present. I hope you all enjoy.**

* * *

><p><strong>The entrance to Erebor<strong>

The group led by Thorin Oakenshield watched on in horror as Smaug attacked Lake-town. It took little to imagine how their comrades died a horrific fiery death. After all who could escape the utter destruction unscathed? Bilbo stood frozen imaging Fili, Kili, Oin, Bofur, and Veirra trying to escape Lake-town's destruction as they would not stand a chance especially not if Kili still suffered from the infection. He tried to tell himself to have more faith in them, after all Veirra was with them. She was smart, resourceful, and strong if anything she would protect their friends and keep them safe from the dragon. Still negative thoughts seeped in, after all they had bathed the beast in molten gold and it did nothing to the monster. Beside him stood his remaining companions who also watched the gruesome result of Smaug's wrath. Balin stood not far freely shedding tears at the loss of life while others took on a more sober silence. The roars in the distance seemed endless until there was a louder roar that was set apart from the others. A roar of pain as the dragon flew into the night sky then fell.

"What was that? What happened?" Ori asked, he had been facing away unable to continue watching the death and destruction. Now though he rose to his feet and faced Lake-town once more.

"It fell I saw it fall." Bilbo said and the others looked to find the dragon in the sky. Now though the skies were clear and calm. "It's dead! Smaug is dead!"

The group started cheering the vile beast's demise, and Bilbo turned about to address Thorin. However the dwarf lord was no where to be seen, and for a moment Bilbo feared that the madness Smaug spoke of was already taking hold. Bilbo was about to ask where their leader was when Dwalin spotted a figure heading away from Erebor.

"Thorin!" Dwalin called out and the group followed his gaze to find Thorin leaving. Concerned the group followed.

"Where is he going?" Ori asked confused. Bilbo looked ahead wondering what had gotten into Thorin as the dwarf lord seemed to be leaving Erebor. Regardless he seemed to have purpose in his step as he blatantly headed towards the shores. Eventually the remaining company caught up to find Thorin at the shore where they had left the boats.

"Thorin, what are you doing?!" Bilbo asked curious.

"I am going back!" Thorin replied sharply.

"Thorin there is not much that can be done. Smaug is dead." Balin replied trying to be the voice of reason. Obviously there were dangers like the men of Lake-town wanting to string Thorin up. After all they would not be pleased with him after waking the dragon, and Smaug laying waste to their homes.

"I said I would always return for her, and I will." Thorin replied gruffly. _'Her? So the madness Smaug spoke of has not taken hold of him.' _Bilbo thought as he released a breathe he held.

"Thorin, there is little chance she or any of our friends yet live. Now I want to look for them too, but it is night and with all the smoke on the Lake it will be impossible to travel by. Besides if we all go and leave Erebor empty-" Balin started to say.

"Which is why most of you are staying here." Thorin interrupted him finally looking at each of his remaining companions. "I need two willing to go with me. The rest will remain in Erebor."

"You know I will not leave your side." Dwalin said crossing his arms over his chest. Bilbo was about to volunteer to be the second, but Gloin beat him to it.

"Aye, I will go too." It took some time to convince Thorin to wait until dawn before venturing back to the ruins of Lake-town, but it would do none of them any good if the boat hit something as the smoke made it hard to see anything on the lake. Thus shortly after dawn the next day the three dwarves left the shores heading for the ruins of Lake-town as Bilbo watched on hoping they found their friends alive and well.

* * *

><p>With only three dwarves rowing the boat, it took double the time to reach Lake-town or what was left of it. A heavy fog-like mist hung in the air over the lake caused by the fires making it hard to determine exactly where the town was. Eventually they got to their intended destination to find nothing but charred remains and hollowed out shells of buildings and homes. Nor was there a living soul to be found, and as the three dwarves disembarked onto the rickety walkways they called out hoping to draw anyone still there. "Hello is anyone still alive?!" Gloin called out.<p>

Silence was their answer. "There must be survivors somewhere! Spread out!" Thorin ordered as the three took separate paths.

"It took us hours to get here, if any survived they would have made for the shores." Dwalin replied, but how many would that be? What if their friends were not there? Without further word Thorin headed down a darkened path between burnt out buildings and stepping carefully on the creaky walkways. Between the burnt out buildings he kept Dwalin and Gloin in view as they moved further into the desolate town, their calls continued gaining them nothing. Much of what they found was not for the faint of heart. It not just shells of buildings, Smaug's wrath had left many dead bodies in the waters and in what was left of the ruins. The rancid smell of burnt flesh and the gruesome sight of charred remains was enough to make the three dwarves feel ill. Yet it did not deter their search, for none of the bodies were their kin or the red haired ranger. Regardless for hours they searched trying to find anything to show their friends yet lived and coming up empty handed. Eventually the morning gave way to afternoon and was soon approaching evening. Eventually they moved towards the centre of town where Dwalin groaned. "There is no one here! They all moved onto the shore!"

Thorin nodded wordlessly agreeing that he would find his kin and Veirra with the people of Lake Town, and was about to call off the search in the ruins. However a horrified gasp from Gloin made the dwarf lord look at his companion as he knelt down by the waters and dipped his hand in. "Gloin you find something?"

Whatever Gloin had pulled from the waters, the dwarf turned it over in his hands and it upset him. He looked up at Thorin with a horrified expression, then handed it to Thorin. The dwarf lord had to blink several times as he looked over the object in his hands, the smooth jagged stone made his heart drop into his stomach.

"For the love of-what is it?!" Dwalin asked growing impatient.

"It is Veirra's necklace." Gloin replied. For a moment the three were silent as Thorin took in the charred and frayed end of the black chord the stone was worn on. Veirra would never have just left this heirloom, and the damage to the chord meant that it had been burnt some. Already Thorin's imagination got the better of him as he stared down at the necklace. The nightmare he had before leaving Lake-town playing over and over in his mind, seeing the ranger consumed by fire.

"No, no!" Dwalin said shaking his head, "No she and the others are alive! They have to be somewhere! We keep looking, we do not stop!"

However the evidence did not look good, they knew Veirra would stick close to their companions. But if the necklace was any indication Veirra and their companions were dead, and as much as Thorin wanted to deny it he fell to his knees clutching the stone. Neither Dwalin or Gloin knew precisely what to do in this situation. Gloin wanted to keep looking for his brother and friends. While Dwalin was in complete denial mainly because if Veirra was dead, he would not know what to do for Thorin. The pair had been best friends and it would be the first time Dwalin would see Thorin lose it.

After the initial shock and grief, Dwalin seemed to calm down as he looked around them. They would find nothing but death here, and it would do them no good to remain in a place that brought only despair. By now they had been gone just short of fourteen hours and it would take a couple of hours to row back to Erebor, their companions would worry. He needed to get Thorin back to Erebor, Balin would know what to say and do to calm down their leader. Balin was the level headed one after all, he always knew what to do. Kneeling down in front of his friend, Dwalin placed a hand on Thorin's shoulder. "Thorin, there is nothing further we can do here. We need to get back to the others, they will worry."

"Dwalin we cannot give up!" Gloin protested.

"We are not giving up! But we cannot stay here and leave the others in Erebor not knowing. Already the hour grows late, we can resume the search tomorrow. Check the shores tomorrow." Dwalin replied looking up at Gloin. After a moment Gloin nodded accepting the idea as sound, then Dwalin looked back at Thorin. "We will not stop looking Thorin, I promise."

For a few moments Dwalin wondered if Thorin had even heard him, but finally the dwarf lord nodded and let Dwalin help him up. The three went back to the boat, and it took longer since Thorin still seemed to be in shock. When they finally reached the shores Thorin sat down on the shores not far from the boat with Dwalin refusing to leave his side. It left Gloin to deliver the troubled news as he moved back towards the ruins of Erebor. Most were inside searching for the Arkenstone. It gave them something to do rather then sit around waiting for news, besides that stone would be needed in the days to come.

Only Bilbo sat anxiously waiting their return and rose as Gloin neared the entrance. "Gloin your back. What have you found? Where are the others?"

Of course Bilbo was worried, the hobbit and ranger were close friends. Any closer and some may have even suspected more between the two, but no it was purely a loyal steadfast friendship. It made Gloin ill to have to be the bearer of bad news. "Come I will tell you and the others."

The Hobbit now looked even more worried but fell into step next to Gloin as they walked down the halls into the large chamber filled with gold. On entering the chamber the remaining companions stopped their search for the Arkenstone and came closer to hear the news. It was Balin that spoke first. "Well what news? Are our friends well?"

"We searched the ruins of Lake-town, and found no one." Gloin said trying to keep calm, "But we found Veirra's necklace. No sign of our other companions. Most of the survivors must have made for the shore, and we will continue our search tomorrow there. But if...but if they are not..." Gloin cleared his throat, "If they are not there then they are more then likely dead."

For a few minutes there was nothing but silence until Balin asked. "Gloin, where is Thorin?"

"He is down by the shore. Dwalin is watching over him." Immediately Balin set out to go and console their leader, leaving the others to digest what they had learned. No one was really sure what to do next.

* * *

><p><strong>Earlier that day on the other side of the Lake<strong>

It had been what felt like ages since Veirra slept a dreamless sleep, but that could be because of her head injury. Either way it felt like she had woken and her body was weighted down by a heavy fog. One thing she dreaded was opening her eyes because merely the thought of doing so sent a painful throb to her skull. Vaguely she noted all the aches and pains of her body and how she was warm. However a damp cloth was being placed on her forehead by someone. Her eyes snapped open and she groaned as her head spun from the action. "Be calm Lady Veirra. You are safe."

The voice was familiar and Veirra had to blink a few times for her eyes to adjust before she took in the appearance of a pretty young brunette. It took her a moment to remember Bard's eldest Sigrid. Licking her lips Veirra swallowed a few times to try and clear her dry throat as she croaked out. "Where am I? Where is Fili, Kili, and the others?"

"We are on the shore, and your companions are safe." Sigrid smiled, "Oin and Tauriel are tending to the injured. Kili is still recovering himself. Bofur I think his name is, is aiding the cooks to cook some meals, and Fili..." Sigrid blushed then peeked over her shoulder, "He is playing bodyguard in case Alfrid were to try anything."

Veirra gave a light laugh as she saw Fili in a chair not far away smoking a pipe and giving Veirra a grin. Not far from Fili slept Kili in a chair his leg propped up. Next to him slept Tilda curled up and clutching a doll. "Where is your father and brother?"

"Da is taking charge and is busy helping the people. Bain is with him." Sigrid replied.

"How long was I unconscious?"

"About seven hours. When Da brought you here, you had a nasty head injury. Oin says it was not as bad as it looked."

"It certainly 'feels' that bad." Veirra said trying to crack a joke but groaning as her head throbbed. At least Sigrid laughed a little bit.

"They will be glad to know you have awakened." Sigrid said rising to her feet to go inform those not present. Once the young woman was out of the tent, Veirra looked over at Fili.

"So playing bodyguard hmm?" Veirra asked with a knowing smile as she relaxed on the makeshift bed.

"Well we can not have a slimy weasel like Alfrid bothering such a sweet lady." Fili replied trying to sound like a complete gentleman. Veirra had considered teasing the young dwarf, after all he and his brother had a knack for teasing her; however instead she heard the flaps of the tent being moved and looked to see Bard. The man smiled as he entered glad to see she was awake.

"Awake at last, you had us worried." Bard said taking a seat next to her, "How do you feel?"

"Fine other then a bad headache and some other aches and pains." Veirra answered, "What have I missed?"

"We are on the shores and there nothing left but the ruins of Lake-town. As far as we know the Master left with the treasury, and Smaug is at the bottom of the lake. We are going to remain here for a few days until the injured have had time to heal, then we move for the ruins of Dale." Bard answered, and Veirra nodded.

"Yes you will need the shelter of walls since winter will be coming," Veirra said thinking, then frowned, "There will not be much food since the dragon's presence would have frightened off wildlife. Herbs will need to be gathered before first frost..."

"What about King Thranduil?" Bard asked, "Would he help?"

Veirra shook her head, "He would only help if he saw that it would benefit him. With the dragon dead, and the mountain in the hands of a small band of Dwarves he may see fit to lend aid. However if it no longer suits him or if he finds it too difficult to gain what he seeks, he will leave."

"So you believe he would use us?" Bard asked.

"Yes, he would Bard. He cares not for anything beyond his lands. The rest of the world could burn and he would not care nor would he look beyond his own lands. His allies he would cast aside without a second thought. He may have been a good person once, but whatever happened he is no longer one that anyone should seek out for aid." Veirra took a moment before she sighed and continued, "Regrettably you would have little choice if he does come to lend aid but to accept, just know that his true goal and purpose would not be to help."

Bard took in a breath then sighed as he took her advice. For a moment the group stopped to think and Veirra noticed Tauriel, Oin, and Bofur in the entrance. The fact that Tauriel did not argue with the assessment of her king spoke volumes. "Do you have carrier birds? Ravens?"

"Yes a few, why?" Bard asked.

"They may not believe me, but I could send word to Gondor, Rohan, and the Dunedain. Hopefully some of the people I knew would answer. It would take time but they could come with supplies."

"How long?" Bard asked as Veirra considered it.

"When my father received word of Smaug's attack. He gathered all under his command. They gathered as much as they could carry from the villages and farms. Within the week they set out, and my father said to reach Erebor often took about a month in a small group. That time it was a large group and they had wagons with supplies, but they did hurry and it still took about a month and a half." Veirra explained, and again the tent of people fell silent until Bard sighed.

"If you can, then please write to them ask for help." Bard said, then he left to help the people outside with his son Bain. A short time later Bofur brought a quill, ink, and some parchment to Veirra who wrote three letters. One would go to Rohan, the other to Gondor, and the last to the Dunedain. It was after she had finished writing that Veirra leaned back and reached up to toy with the chord on her necklace. When no chord was found she looked down to find her protection stone gone and sat up looking around.

"Veirra? Is something wrong?" Tauriel asked. The elf maiden had decided to stay and had sat by Veirra's bed.

"My necklace, it is gone!" Veirra answered panicked as she searched the covers of the bed for the precious stone. Tauriel and Sigrid helped to look around for the stone as well. Together they turned over pillows and searched the surrounding area, but eventually it became clear that the necklace was lost.

"I am sorry." Sigrid sighed as she put down a pillow she had picked up in her search.

"I must have lost it back in Lake-town." Veirra said heartbroken by the loss, it was her mother's and now it was gone. Lying back in the bed Veirra sighed dejectedly guessing she would never again see her heirloom.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**First off here is wishing everybody an Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.**

**Now then onto the Author's Notes...**

**First off I think I should point out certain things such as Thorin, Dwalin and Gloin returning to Lake-town on their own. I was not entirely sure how long it would take them to reach Lake-town with only three of them in the boat. I know it would take longer due to less people and would be harder. Hence they left at the crack of dawn to try and find those they left behind. In the movie the Desolation of Smaug they did leave in morning but not that early I do not think. So there is a certain questionable accuracy to how long with just three dwarves to return to Lake-town and such but I tried to make it within feasible reason. **

**Hence them reaching Lake-town about mid-morning or before noon and just scouring the ruins of Lake-town. The other thing to point out is that in the books the remains of Lake-town suggest there is nothing left but posts where the buildings once stood, and in the movies that could well be the same. However for this that process has been slowed slightly obviously no one is going to live on the lake there and so eventually disuse will cause the remaining damage and eventually there will only be posts left. **

**Lastly another process has been slowed as well the gold sickness in Thorin, but that does not mean it will not be there in the future so no worries. It is mainly some things have been slowed down and since Veirra has become so important the gold sickness is right now just taking a back seat. **

**That aside I do hope you all enjoyed this chapter and hope you have a great Christmas and an Happy 2016! Also if you like and want to get me a present I love reviews.**

**Lesliezin**


	30. Sailing for Erebor

**Hello all,**

**Well here is chapter 30, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>For most of the day Veirra was told to relax despite her desire to be up and around. Tauriel had her drink this herbal tea to sooth the headache which helped greatly. Injuries aside, if there was animosity towards the Dwarves or herself the people of Lake Town did not show it. In truth when it came down to her group the people were pleasantly surprised to see them still there and helping. Later it became known that she had distracted the dragon giving Bard the chance to kill Smaug, so the people were a lot nicer towards her. In fact one local woman named Hilda and a little girl called Auroa in particular added to the story of how she saved Auroa. However Veirra was glad most of the attention went to Bard since he was the one to kill the dragon and save them all. After all she was not used to people reacting positively to her. As for her companions Oin and Tauriel's aid to the injured proved invaluable. Bain and some other locals went out foraging for herbs. While Sigrid, Tilda, Bofur, and the local women found what they could to cook, and Fili made sure Alfrid came nowhere near Sigrid.<p>

Eventually Bard caught on that his eldest had a dwarven bodyguard in Fili, and while the man cared little for Thorin; he seemed to like Fili protecting his daughter. As the day drew on Veirra could take no more of lying in bed, and got up and dressed. Leaving the tent she came outside to find many being tended to in makeshift tents.

"Veirra? You should not be up, you should be resting." Sigrid said when she looked up from the pot towards the tent.

"I have had worse injuries, trust me. I should tell you about the time I was dropped on my head by a Troll." Veirra replied, then the smile left as she looked around at those still recovering, "Besides there are those worse off than I that need aid more."

Sigrid seemed to follow her gaze then sighed. "We do all we can, but there are so many. Still Da would not be pleased to hear you are out of bed."

"Well what Bard does not know will not hurt him." Veirra replied with a smile.

"I do not know it might hurt me greatly." Bard's voice sounded behind her as the bargeman came around the side of the tent, and Veirra sighed as she turned to face him.

"Well then prepare to be hurt. I am on the mend and do not need to rest and recover further. There are others far worse than I that could use a bed." Veirra pointed out. Bard smiled down at the ranger having to admire her for being such a caring person. He was about to continue the playful banter when Alfrid spoke up.

"Such a sweet gesture, trying to win over our lord are we?" Alfrid asked sneering at Veirra who turned to glare at him, "Now that the Dwarf lord is dead you looking for another to sink your claws into?"

Normally Veirra would have glared at this fool then beaten him senseless for implying that she was some gold digging harpy. However the moment Alfrid mentioned the Dwarf lord as being dead, her eyes widened. "Thorin." She gasped then looked towards the lonely mountain.

"What you still think your Dwarf Lord is alive? The dragon would have turned him to ash before he came to Lake-town." Alfrid continued to taunt her. While Fili and Kili too looked to the mountain worried just as she was.

"Alfrid!" The sharp voice surprised the group as it was not Bard, but Sigrid who said his name. Veirra turned just in time to see Sigrid punch Alfrid and the weasel of a man fell to the ground. Next the eldest daughter held her hand and wrist wincing, but then glared at the man on the ground. "You are one to talk you slimy wretch! All these years sucking up to the Master, telling lies, and trying to get my father in trouble! Now here you are pretending to be on my father's side! Well I will have none of it you will not speak ill of the woman that helped my father or these Dwarves! Now get out of my sight!"

Veirra watched as Alfrid ran off as if chased by a dragon himself, then looked at Sigrid as she rubbed her wrist. Bard stood there stunned his usually calm daughter had just punched a man and let her temper fly, the look was a mixture of surprise and pride. Fili and Kili grinned at how Alfrid ran off like a scared girl after getting hit by one. Veirra gave a soft laugh, then came over to Sigrid. "Here let me see."

Together the pair sat by the fire and Veirra gently took the injured wrist running her fingers carefully to check for breaks and noting when Sigrid winced. "Oh Sigrid have you not been taught how to throw a proper punch?"

"I have never had cause to." Sigrid blushed as she noticed a few people watching them after the incident.

"Well while the punch was probably worth it, you sprained your wrist. When it is healed I will teach you how to throw a proper punch and avoid injury to yourself." Veirra said as Hilda came up with some herbs and linen for the injury.

"Nice punch dear." Hilda said and patted Sigrid's shoulder before returning to the cooking pot. Both Veirra and Sigrid tried to keep from laughing.

"It felt good to finally do that."

"I bet after all that weasel did." Veirra said as she tended to the injury.

"Wait what did Alfrid do?!" Bard finally spoke up overhearing the conversation.

"Da he came when you were in jail and said that only he could get you out. He threatened that I would have to do as he said otherwise he would have the master execute you." Sigrid replied. Bard clenched his jaw as he bit back several choice curses, then calmed himself enough to ask another question.

"Did he hurt you?"

"No, Fili he stopped him before he could do anything. It is why Fili has stayed so close and watched over me Da." Sigrid replied blushing as she peeked at the fair haired dwarf. Bard looked over at Fili and came over to him extending his hand to him.

"I owe you my thanks for keeping my daughter safe then." Veirra smiled as she watched them shake hands and she finished wrapping the young woman's wrist.

"Now you must take care with your wrist for the next couple of days. No heavy lifting." Sigrid nodded as she looked over her wrapped wrist. Veirra rose to her feet and looked back at the Lonely mountain. Alfrid while crude had a point, and it worried her. She was unsure how long she watched the mountain but a hand on her shoulder brought her out of her dark thoughts.

"I am sorry." Bard said and Veirra turned back to him.

"You think he is dead." Veirra stated horrified.

"Veirra the dragon would not-"

"No! I do not believe that, I will not believe he is dead! I will not just accept that he is gone, Bard." Veirra interrupted him unwilling to think Thorin and her friends were gone. Instead Bard gave a sigh giving up arguing with her. Instead he nodded and went back to work trying to prepare his people to be moved to the ruins of Dale. It was next Fili and Kili who next came to stand beside her on the shore as they looked to the mountain.

"Our uncle is tough, a dragon would not take him down easily." Fili replied trying to instil confidence in them.

"We should go. They could be injured." Kili added. Veirra peeked back at the people still recovering on the shores. How could they just up and leave these people? Then again how could she not want to rush for the mountain and find their friends? Both Fili and Kili looked at her understanding that she was torn.

"Veirra," Fili spoke up, "We can not leave today, not this late in the day. Besides soon these people will head for Dale and will be closer to aid. We can leave in the morning for Erebor."

Kili smiled up at her then walked away. When it was just her and Fili, the fair haired dwarf added. "Besides I am torn too. I want to go to my uncle, but I worry for the Lady Sigrid. I do not want Alfrid anywhere near her."

"You care for her." Veirra said tilting her head to regard the blushing blonde.

"Do not tell my brother. He will tease me unmercifully."

"I will remain silent so long as _you_ do not tease Kili over his affections for Tauriel." Veirra said knowing if allowed Fili would tease his younger brother. After a lengthy silence Fili nodded.

"Fair enough."

The daylight slowly faded away as people began to settle down. Bard had taken charge of the situation quite well with many following him, after slaying a dragon, who would really argue the choice after all? For what had remained of the day Oin, Tauriel, and Veirra tried to help the injured. Fili, Kili, and Bofur searched for wood for fires, herbs for medicines, and any animals to be had for food.

Eventually the tired group retired for the night, well except for Veirra who could not really sleep. Worry and nightmares plagued her and so she stood at the bank looking towards Erebor. Sadly there was nothing to be seen, a heavy fog obscured her view. The air was growing colder as the night continued until Veirra involuntarily shivered. Then she nearly jumped out of her skin as a pair of hands placed a warm blanket on her. Turning she relaxed as she faced a smirking Bard. "I scarcely believed any could catch a ranger off guard, until now."

"Sorry I was just thinking..." Veirra said looking back towards Erebor. For a moment a silence fell until Veirra sighed then looked back at Bard, "And no, catching a ranger off guard is a rarity."

"That is a shame, I enjoy catching you off guard." Bard teased getting Veirra to laugh a little. Then the smile faded, "Fili tells me you and the dwarves are heading for Erebor tomorrow."

"We would stay if we could to help, but Fili and Kili are worried about their Uncle. Oin's brother Gloin, and Bofur's brother Bombur are there. And-"

"I understand. You need not explain, but do not give into blind hope. You must be prepared, you may not like what you find there. I do not think Smaug would leave your companions alive in Erebor. I do hope for your sakes that they are alive and well, but... Smaug was an evil cruel beast. And...please..." Bard had drawn dangerously close, and now reached up touching her cheek, "Please be careful."

"I—I will." Veirra replied shakily not wanting to believe her friends or Thorin gone. Nodding Bard swallowed hard and hesitantly removed his hand, then turned and started to leave. "Bard?"

The bowman looked back at Veirra when she called his name. "I will try to find supplies in Erebor. There won't be any food for obvious reasons but herbs, medicines many of those can be well preserved even after sixty to seventy years in storage. When you and the people of Lake-town get to Dale hopefully I will have found quite a bit to treat those seriously injured."

Bard had to smile at the ranger, "Then I will look forward to seeing you in Dale."

With that Bard left her and headed for the tent he was sharing with his children. Taking one last look in the direction of the Lonely Mountain Veirra sighed and headed for her own tent. Tomorrow was going to be a long day.

* * *

><p>The next morning Veirra awoke early having slept little. Already people were up and moving about the camp. Hilda and some other local women were checking on the injured. Already Bard and Bain had said their farewells and were with the men gathering anything of use that may have washed ashore. While Oin and Bofur prepared the boat, Fili grinned when he saw Sigrid and Tilda come to say farewell. However as Kili neared the boat Tauriel stopped short hesitating at the shores edge, the dark haired dwarf must have sensed her stop for he turned back to her. "Tauriel.."<p>

"Lads we are leaving." Oin called over from the boat where he, Bofur, and Veirra were.

"They are your people, you must go." Tauriel stated.

"Come with me. I know how I feel, I am not afraid. You make me feel alive." Kili confessed.

"I cannot..." Tauriel replied starting to turn away.

"Tauriel," Kili said catching her arm as he spoke in Khuldul meant only for her.

"I do not know what that means." Tauriel replied hesitantly getting Kili to grin.

"I think you do." Veirra had been helping Oin and Bofur with the boat, but looked back at Kili and Tauriel. She for a moment wondered why Tauriel was hesitating, but then the elf maiden stiffened as she felt another presence. At first Veirra thought Fili had said his goodbyes, but he still stood with Sigrid and was giving her a parting gift. Then she saw the prince of Mirkwood. Moving closer Veirra came to stand by Kili.

"_My lord Legolas."_

"_Take your leave of the dwarf. You are needed elsewhere." _Legolas said.

"_His name is Kili Lord Legolas, not dwarf." _Veirra said taking offence to how the prince spoke of her companion. The elven prince as usual looked at her carefully before looking back at Tauriel. As the pair started to part ways, Veirra sighed. _"Tauriel you have a choice, you are welcome to join us. I think you and I both know what awaits you in Mirkwood."_

"_I cannot. I know before you said it was possible, but now..." _Tauriel trailed off as she looked to the Lonely Mountain. She would be the only elf there and most likely highly unwelcome by the other dwarves.

"_I promise you Thorin will know what you did for us. You will be welcome there." _Veirra said as Kili watched the exchange hopefully. He may not have known the Elven language, but he knew Veirra was pleading his case. Legolas clenched his jaw holding back what he wanted to say even though it could mean Tauriel chose to go with the dwarves. Veirra continued as she stepped closer, but spoke common for Kili's benefit. "If you doubt, look at the dwarves you have helped. They already welcome you."

Tauriel looked at Kili who smiled up at her, and Bofur and Oin had stopped what they were doing to offer up their encouraging smile to the elf maiden, and finally Fili who gave her a wink before continuing his farewells to Sigrid. _"Please give us a moment my lord Legolas."_

"_Very well." _Legolas said stiffly before stepping back then turning away. Once alone Tauriel spoke again. "I must go, but that does not mean I will not return. I promise I will come back."

"Very well, I am sure you know we will be waiting. You will be welcome always." Veirra replied then gave an apologetic look at Kili. As she moved away from the pair she peeked back in time to see Kili follow then hesitate. Turning back he gave something to Tauriel.

"Veirra?" Sigrid called getting the ranger's attention. "We wanted to wish you well on your journey."

It was then Tilda peeked out from behind Sigrid, "Fili gave Sigrid a dagger."

Veirra giggled at the comment, "I am guessing it is for Alfrid if he thinks to try something."

"Ye-ah he also said it is his favourite. He said he managed to keep it hidden from the Elves." Sigrid blushed.

"Well you are important, Sigrid. To a lot of people, including him." Veirra replied getting the young woman to blush even more.

"I was hoping to ask you to look after him for me?"

"Of course though there is little risk. The dragon is dead, and besides we will see you in a few days. Will you be okay until then?" Veirra asked.

"Yes da has asked Bain to keep a close eye on Alfrid, and has told Alfrid if he comes near me he will join the dragon. You will keep your promise to show me how to throw a proper punch, right?"

"Of course Sigrid. We will start practicing in Dale. Your wrist should be mended by then." Giving both girls a hug she headed for the boat joining the others as they pushed it into the lake and got in. Now they were on their way to Erebor and their friends.

* * *
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	31. A Devastating Lie

**Hello all,**

**Thanks for all the lovely reviews and here is the latest chapter. Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>At first light that same morning Thorin was ready to go, and would have left without Dwalin and Gloin had the pair not been ready. The dwarf lord could not sleep the night before, with each passing hour he feared for Veirra, his nephews, and the other companions left in Lake-town. He had sat on the shore looking out over the lake as his fingers ran over the smooth stone that belonged to Veirra. As the night had worn on his nerves became more and more shattered as his imagination took him to darker places. Eventually he could take no more from his imagination and the images of her being hurt, dying, or dead. That morning they got into the boat and began rowing for the opposite shore.<p>

As the day before a heavy fog loomed over the lake and obscured their sight of the opposite end of the shore. Either way they rowed for the opposite shore, and eventually could see where they were going. They could make out the temporary tents the survivors were using. "We should row to shore a ways away from the camp. The people of Lake-town will be none too pleased to see us." Gloin finally said.

"Agreed." Dwalin said suspiciously. Thorin merely nodded as the dwarves rowed further up and came ashore just out of sight of the camp. Pulling the boat ashore the three moved towards the camp. They did not get far when they heard someone close by, and quietly moved to investigate. Keeping low and out of sight he trio moved closer. There not far from where they pulled their boat ashore sat Alfrid on a rock tossing stones into the lake and grumbling about his misfortunes.

"Alfrid go fetch more fire wood. Alfrid go keep watch. Alfrid stay away from my daughter. What do I look like a maid?" His grumbling continued as the dwarves looked at one another. Without uttering a word, they were in agreement, and Dwalin silently crept forward. Before Alfrid knew it the tough dwarf grabbed him, covered his foul mouth, and dragged him further from camp. Once far enough away Dwalin released his hold on Alfred and the small slimy weasel turned to look at the ones that grabbed him.

"You! So the dragon did not turn you to ash! What do you want?!" Alfrid asked in his usual snide voice.

"We have come looking for our companions. Where are they?" Thorin asked gruffly instantly disliking having to talk to the wretched man.

"Oh you mean that red haired ranger Bard took a fancy to, and the dwarves that stayed?" Dwalin took a threatening step forward making Alfrid cringe and back up. Thorin held up a hand to stop his friend then looked back at Alfrid.

"Yes where is she and the others?" Everyone knew Alfrid was a cruel slimy wretch that would easily stab a person in the back. Perhaps it was out of anger that he was not able to 'get' Sigrid, or he wanted to torment the dwarves for 'ruining his life'. Either way Alfrid gave a cruel smile.

"They are dead. Your pretty ranger and dwarf friends are all gone. Burnt alive they were."

"You lie!" Dwalin snapped unwilling to believe their friends gone. While Thorin stood there too shocked to move.

"I speak the truth, saw it with my own eyes too. Never stood a chance." Alfrid said looking at all three dwarves.

"No it cannot be..." Gloin replied disheartened.

"Look a lot of people died in Lake-town. Your friends are little more than ash now." Alfrid said. Finally Dwalin had enough.

"Get out of here you snake!" He started to go after Alfrid which sent the weasel running off back to the camp. Thorin looked shocked long after Alfrid had run away back to the camp, now he stared down at the stone Veirra had once worn about her neck. What else was there for him or any of them to believe? The necklace had been found in the remains of Lake-town, it's black chord burnt. It was the only clue they had found, and now Alfrid said they were dead. Thorin had survived enough to know that chasing blind hope was a pointless task. He had chased snippets of rumours only to be led to disappointment when he searched for his father. He had held out hope for years that some of his friends survived Smaug when the dragon first attacked Erebor, so what else was there for him to believe? He had learned long ago that hoping was all well and good, but when faced with cold hard facts? Well he knew when to give up and stop chasing hope.

The two other dwarves watched Thorin for a moment as his hand clenched around the stone and he turned away without a word. Dwalin and Gloin looked at each other before following their leader, who was now heading back to the boat. Silently they followed not wanting to question Thorin's decision and the three were once again rowing back to Erebor. The three rowed in silence with both Dwalin and Gloin looking to Thorin ever so often, but their leader kept his back to them as he rowed for the Lonely Mountain.

* * *

><p>"Do not worry Kili. Tauriel said she will come back. She did promise after all." Veirra replied as she caught Kili looking back at the make-shift camp as they rowed towards Erebor.<p>

"How can you be so sure?"

"Because of the type of person King Thranduil is. He is surprisingly easy to read even though he is an Elf." Veirra replied.

"Easy to read?" Bofur asked.

"Yes one of my many talents is being able to read a person like a book based on the smallest of details. A talent I inherited from my father my mother once said. Emotions are the most telling, often Elves are the hardest to read, but Thranduil he is sadly predictable." Veirra laughed.

"And how does being able to read Thranduil mean Tauriel will come back? She has her Elven prince..." Kili said saddened.

"Because Tauriel is a Silvan Elf, I know you may not think it much nor do I truthfully, but to Thranduil Tauriel is a lesser Elf. Prince Legolas may love her, but his father would never allow his son to pledge himself to a Silvan Elf. Sadly Tauriel knows this and while she does have feelings for Legolas anything beyond friendship will never be. Besides I can read Tauriel too..." Veirra said peeking back at the dwarves. Now she had peeked Kili's interest.

"Really?" Kili asked hopeful.

"Yes," Veirra answered as she kept rowing. She knew Kili wanted her to tell him what she had learned of Tauriel in their brief time together so she continued, "She has a deep bond with Legolas, but never allowed it to grow because of Thranduil. They probably would have become more if not for that selfish king. Hence only a friendship has grown between them, and now that she has met you; a friendship is all Legolas will ever have with her. Before Smaug arrived she had a choice to make leave you to die and follow Legolas, or save you and let Legolas go alone. That in itself should tell you all you need to know, Kili. She choose you over Legolas. She knows where her heart belongs, now she just needs to break away and be free of Thranduil."

"How do you know she will break away?" Fili asked.

"Oh she is a free spirited elf maiden she will break away." Veirra replied matter-of-factly, getting the others to laugh, then she sighed, "Besides I have a feeling that she defied Thranduil, and Legolas followed her. Otherwise we would have seen a lot more Elves then just two. No it is most likely that Thranduil will banish her from Mirkwood."

"He would do that?" Bofur asked concerned, getting a stiff nod from Veirra.

"Yes he would Bofur. Thranduil is the type that likes complete control and blind obedience. A trait Tauriel does not carry, and that is how I know we will see her again soon."

"Uncle does not like Elves." Kili replied saddened.

"Oh he will like this one." Veirra replied matter-of-factly getting a laugh from the group.

"You forget our uncle is stubborn." Fili replied.

"That is true, but how do you think he will respond when we tell him that Tauriel saved Kili's life?" The question silenced the group as they tried to imagine just how Thorin would respond to such news. Obviously Veirra intended to talk to Thorin about welcoming the elf maiden with open arms. Some wondered how much yelling would be involved in this particular conversation. The amusing conversation died as they neared Erebor.

"I think it is a mute point until we find our friends alive." Oin said looking at the Lonely Mountain that drew ominously closer. That was if they found their friends were alive at all, Veirra's stomach took a dip at the thought that no such conversation between her and Thorin would ever take place if he was dead. _'Please! Please be alive. Let all of them be alive.' _Veirra thought as they pulled their boat ashore and got out. It was still a long walk and the closer they got the more they feared their friends dead. Finally they reached Erebor's entrance and saw the large hole where the dragon burst out. Immediately the group picked up the pace and was running inside.

The halls were empty and the air smelt stale, the group slowed down as they took in the great ruins that were once a proud Dwarven city. As they got further inside they found the great throne room where the floor was golden. "Hello? Uncle?" Fili called out and his voice echoed around the room and down the corridors, but only silence answered back.

"Maybe they are further inside?" Bofur offered hopeful, and so the group travelled further in. Eventually the group neared the treasure room and the fabled treasure Smaug had guarded.

"Wait!" They heard someone call to them, so they stopped and listened, "Wait!"

"It is Bilbo!" Bofur spoke first as the hobbit rushed into view on some steps heading towards them. For one that had just faced a giant fire-breathing worm the hobbit looked fine.

"You are alive!" Bilbo said overjoyed and rushed up hugging Veirra about the waist. Veirra smiled as she hugged him back.

"It is so good to see you safe Bilbo."

"And I you my friend. We have been so worried for all of you." Bilbo said taking in Fili, Kili, Oin, and Bofur. Finally he looked up at Veirra again. "Oh Thorin will be so glad to see you when he gets back."

"Gets back? Where has he gone?" Veirra asked.

"He, Dwalin, and Gloin went to look for you. He has not come back yet." Bilbo replied, "I am certain he will be back soon, but for now come." The hobbit led them further down the steps and to the left away from the treasure room. As they drew closer they could hear voices as Bilbo led them into a room where their companions sat. The room had been cleaned up into a dining area and camp. In the middle was a sturdy table and chairs. While along the walls was the dwarves bedrolls and personal items. On seeing the new arrivals the remaining company that had been seated at the table got up to greet their friends glad that both groups had survived the dragon.

"Have you returned with Thorin?" Balin asked Veirra after hugging her. The older dwarf was wondering why the three dwarves were missing from this reunion.

"No we only just arrived, Bilbo said they went to look for us." Veirra replied.

"Oh no matter I am sure they will be back soon and glad to see you are all safe. I see Kili has recovered." Balin said as he looked at Kili.

"Yes thanks to an elf maiden." Veirra said earning her a shocked look from Balin, and the company grew silent at the mention of an 'elf maiden'.

"You will have to explain that lass." As the group sat back down Veirra with some input from the dwarves that stayed in Lake-town told of what happened. Not leaving any detail out save for the 'good luck kiss' Veirra had given Bard preferring to forget that it happened. Their companions listened carefully until the end.

* * *

><p>Meanwhile the three dwarves had finally made it back to the shores of the Lonely mountain. Once Thorin's feet touch the ground he walked along the shore leaving Dwalin and Gloin to pull the boat ashore. Once done the pair trailed behind Thorin unsure of what to say or do. Finally Dwalin sighed, "You go I will keep watch over Thorin."<p>

Gloin looked at the dwarf lord that now had taken a seat on a large rock facing the waters. He knew one would have to watch Thorin while the other informed the company of the deaths. Neither job was a good one, but since he did not know Thorin as well as Dwalin did he could only look back at Dwalin and nod. He patted Dwalin's arm as a way of saying 'good luck' and headed for Erebor. Gloin took his time trying to work out what he would say to the group and dreaded how each of them would react especially Bilbo. The hobbit was a good friend of Veirra's after all. His feet carried him to where the dwarves had cleaned up and had a type of dining hall and camp just off from the treasure room. Eventually he could hear voices but did not really pay attention as he drew closer. Rounding the corner as he entered the room Gloin looked up and stopped shocked by the sight of Veirra, Fili, Kili, Bofur, and his brother Oin sitting at the table with the others.

The group had been laughing about something, but now that they saw him the laughing stopped as all eyes fell on him. Not believing his eyes Gloin moved towards them unable to speak as the group rose to greet him. Before any of them could react Gloin grabbed his brother into a bear crushing hug and was shaking. "Oi! Easy Gloin your crushing me, and I can not hear you unless I have my trumpet in place."

"Gloin? What is going on?" Veirra asked confused, then gasped as the dwarf released Oin and grabbed her in a tight bear-hug.

"You are alive!" Gloin cried out relieved.

"Ow! Of course we are alive, you act as though you were told differently." Veirra replied looking at the others for help.

"We were. We were told you all died!" Gloin said shakily and tightened his grip.

"What? Wait who said we died?" Bofur asked looking at the others like he had missed a key fact.

"That lying snake! I will kill him the next time I see him!" Gloin said as he recalled Alfrid lying to them.

"Gloin who said we were dead?" Veirra asked, and Gloin finally released her to step back and look up at her.

"Alfrid that little weasel that serves the master of the lake. We went to look for you with the survivors of Lake-town and found Alfrid. That wretch told us you all died. Thorin he-" Gloin said.

"Thorin?! Where is he?" Veirra asked concerned.

"He is down by the shore with Dwalin." Gloin answered. Not waiting a moment longer Veirra rushed out of the room and down the hall not waiting for the others.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>
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	32. Meant to be Queen of Erebor

**Hello everyone,**

**First off Happy Valentine's Day, I hope you all are enjoying your day with someone special.**

**I was reading one story in my favourites list that was just updated today and was honoured that the writer recommended this story, so I feel I must recommend readers read Welcome Home by Killthepain62. It is an amazing story with an amazing unique character named Tahna who acts as a male ranger. I think everyone should read it, and I cannot wait for the next chapter.**

**Also thank you all for the lovely reviews and I hope you enjoy the latest chapter.**

* * *

><p>Moving down the shore, Thorin did not feel the crunch of the sand beneath his boots. He felt no cool breeze nor heard the waves lapping at the shores. Instead his heart felt like it beat a jagged pained beat, and had all but forgotten his companions. The stone was still clutched in his hand and the jagged end dug into his flesh. All he could think of was that last moment he saw Veirra and his nephews. She had kissed him despite the shocked expressions from the people and their company.<em> "Fine I will stay, but you had better come back to me."<em>

"_I will always come back for you." _Then he had stepped onto the boat leaving her and his nephews behind in Lake-town. Where he had thought she would be safe._ 'Safe?!' _Thorin thought bitterly, _'How could I think she would be safe?! I was suppose to keep her safe!' _However now he was haunted by the image of her being engulfed in flames, this time it was no dream. Veirra, his nephews, and those that stayed were dead! He felt like his legs would give out as he recalled his nephew's faces and now regretted the day he came to them and asked they join him in his quest to retake Erebor. The weight of his mistakes made him crumble onto a rock by the beach where he sat unaware that his friend Dwalin stood not faraway at a complete loss of what to say or do for his king and friend.

Lifting his hand that held the gem of purple and blue lightning streaks he wanted to scream and throw it in the ocean. It was suppose to be a protection stone, it was suppose to keep her safe, but did it? However he had no heart to cast the last reminder of her away, and instead he felt himself shake before the rattling sound of him crying out in pain came. Instead he gripped the stone and stared out over the calm waters. He wanted something to fight to beat into an unrecognisable mess, the dragon had taken everything and he wanted it back to fight. Or perhaps he merely wanted the worm to come back and finish him off. However in his anger and pain he stood and screamed out at the lake. **"****Come back you cowardly worm! Come back so I can fight you! So I can kill you!"**

Right about then Dwalin must have thought Thorin had gone completely mad and went to try and calm his friend, but Thorin merely shook him off still screaming for the dragon that took her and his companions away.

"Come back, so I can kill you..." Thorin said his voice breaking as he crumbled to his knees crying into his hands and the stone. Unaware that Dwalin looked to the skies and silently preyed for Mahal to give him strength because frankly he did not know what to do and felt helpless. Then came the sound of someone quickly approaching and Dwalin's first instinct was to protect Thorin as he gripped the handle of his blade and turned towards the sound. The next he heard a faint voice call out but amidst Thorin's cries it was hard to understand. Finally it was like Mahal answered Dwalin's prayers for Veirra appeared from around the brush and shocked the dwarf who stared in awe of the ranger.

However she focused on the grieving Thorin as she rushed forward. "Thorin!" She called out as she came to his side and knelt down beside him. "Thorin, I am here."

As she spoke she gently reached up to take his hands from his face unaware of what he held. "I am here Thorin. I am here."

Her hands came up to gently touch his face and he gasped at her touch. She was real and alive and safe! But for a moment Thorin was shocked and confused to see her before him. For a moment he thought it a dream or her a ghost, then it sunk in she was real. "Vei—rra?"

The shaken voice that came out of Thorin shocked her to hear. He sounded so...vulnerable, but she swallowed hard before answering him. "Yes Thorin. I am here."

What happened next shocked her, but she guessed he needed proof that she was there and real. For Thorin grabbed her shoulders and pressed his lips to hers fiercely like a drowned man finally allowed air he kissed her deeply and greedily. It definitely showed he was afraid to lose her as the kiss deepened and she whimpered at the sheer ferocity of the kiss. She had to wonder if she would pass out from lack of oxygen, until he released her lips. However now she was hugged tightly and found herself pressed against him. He buried his face in her neck taking in her scent and whispered shakily. "I thought I lost you. Please forgive me. I should never have left you and my kin there. I am so sorry. I only wanted to protect you instead I nearly lost you."

Veirra was too shocked for words as she heard Thorin beg her for forgiveness and shook like a leaf. His iron like grip made her gasp softly, but was unable to form words. Not far away the rest of the company stopped as they reached Thorin and Veirra with a stunned Dwalin not far off. Mostly the group gave them their privacy not stepping any closer, but the group could not look away from the scene. After all when had they ever seen Thorin so shaken, and distraught? For most they had accepted Veirra would be their queen, but now those select few who doubted the choice saw it. She was not merely Thorin's chosen she was meant for Thorin. No other, not even a dwarf maiden would ever do. Veirra was meant to be Thorin's queen. Any prior doubts or uncertainties died like water being thrown on a flame. They watched on as she gently whispered comforting words to Thorin and soothed him.

"Shhh Thorin. There is no need for apologies. I am here now, and nothing will ever part us again." She said softly as she held the king until he calmed down some.

"The others-" Thorin started to say as he feared for who he might have lost in Lake-town.

"They are safe Thorin. We all survived Lake-town, your nephews, Oin, and Bofur are all safe and here." Veirra interrupted not wanting Thorin to worry. Immediately the dwarf lord relaxed against her and breathed in her scent as she ran her fingers through his dark hair. For a time they merely stayed like that as Balin discreetly got the company to come away and give them a little more privacy.

Veirra lost track of how long she and Thorin remained like that, but eventually they pulled apart and got up. Returning to the mountain and a waiting group Thorin greeted his nephews and those that had stayed in Lake-town glad to see they were all safe and had survived the dragon's wrath. Now the company was whole again.

* * *

><p>To say Veirra really did not like being so far inside a mountain was an understatement. For her it felt too stuffy and like the walls were closing in on her. Thus her first night in Erebor she found herself tossing and turning not far from Thorin. She had no idea that she was keeping the poor dwarf lord awake until he had enough and grabbed her. Pulled against Thorin his hot breath brushed her ear as he asked softly. "What is it?"<p>

"I am sorry I did not mean to wake-" Veirra whispered.

"I have been awake from the beginning, now what is it?" Thorin replied softly.

"I-I cannot sleep. I am not used to being so far inside a mountain. I am used to the wilds the hard ground not the hard stone here. The cool breeze, insects chirping, birds singing. The smell of trees, grass, and flowers. Even in villages and towns I have trouble sleeping-" She stopped when she heard him chuckle, "It is not funny."

Annoyed that he found it funny regardless she tried to pull away only to have his grip tighten on her. Next his lips sought hers out in the dark by trailing kisses from her neck up towards her jaw, then onto her chin until he moved up and found her lips. She moaned softly as the kiss deepened then he pulled away with another soft chuckle. Wait was he teasing her? He still found her situation amusing? Now completely annoyed she went to smack him in the arm, but the dwarf lord caught her wrist then kissed her again. "My apologies my queen. I did not mean to offend you. Come with me now."

With that he got up off his bed roll and helped her up. Together they quietly left the other sleeping dwarves and hobbit. Once far enough away Thorin lit one of the torches and took it to help them along the darkened corridors. For a moment it looked like the dwarf lord intended to lead her towards the treasure room, but he veered left and headed down another hall. Where was he leading her? Veirra wondered as it felt like he was leading her further into the mountain. He led her into what looked to be an old library or sitting room as there were old shelves, books, and scrolls. Sadly now though the shelves were covered in cobwebs and dust as was the same with the old chairs and decorations. It was at the back of the old disused room that a fireplace stood, and that was where Thorin moved to. On the right side of the mantle piece he pulled a hidden lever and the wall to the right caved in and slide open. Thus a hidden stairwell was revealed, and it was at the top of the stairs that it opened out to reveal an old garden. Sadly after sixty years the plants and trees had either overgrown parts of the garden or died out completely. To the left were the walls and mountain granting little view other than stone, but to the right it opened up to reveal a balcony overlooking Erebor and below that Dale. Above them the stars shined brighter than Veirra thought possible like a deep blue velvet cover with diamonds set in.

Despite the disuse and overgrowth as well as dead plants the garden was still a refreshing view and Veirra was wondering why the dwarves would have such a place. Thorin sighed to her left disappointed by what they found. "I was not expecting it to look like this. I was a fool to think it would remain as my mother had left it."

"It is still a beautiful place and untouched by Smaug. It can be restored, but why is it here?" Veirra asked.

"The Queen's Garden it is called, and known to only a select few. Long ago my grandmother came to wed my grandfather from Ered Luin, but she missed home. She was ill used to the mountain and missed the outside. However she was a shy thing and afraid to speak of how miserable she was here. She was particularly afraid of my grandfather since their marriage was arranged. Finally one day she said to her maid 'I cannot breathe' and collapsed. They rushed her to the healers where she finally confessed that she felt caged. My grandfather asked what was wrong and the healers told him that if her mood did not improve she would not last the year. So my grandfather asked her maids what troubled her and they told him how she missed the outside and her gardens back home. True to any Dwarf he become brash and protective and immediately pulled the builders and workers from their other tasks and had them build this garden for her. When she was well enough he brought her here. It was the first time he showed his devotion and romantic side and after that she did not fear him."

Veirra had to smile at the story, but found it hard to imagine a shy timid dwarf maiden. Then Thorin cleared his throat. "When my mother heard the story years later she would come here and found it to be one of her favourite spots. Thus it became the Queen's garden. Though Dain's wife and queen of the Iron Hills, when she visited once she scoffed at this place wondering why such a place was needed. Not all queens could appreciate it, but as Erebor's future queen I think you will appreciate it as much as my grandmother and mother did. Though I wish it were in better condition."

Just then a breeze blew by and Veirra sighed, the air was refreshing to feel and now she could relax some. Taking a seat on one of the old stone benches after brushing it off she looked back at Thorin, and caught him with one of his rare smiles. "What?"

"I am trying to imagine you dressed as a queen with a couple of handmaidens sitting here in this garden when it looked the way it was intended." Thorin replied amused.

"Oh no, me in a dress..." Veirra teased, "Perhaps I should start running now, and handmaidens? If they are dwarf maidens I will stand no chance against them. Definitely should consider running away. Is it too late to make a break for Rivendell?"

"You would not escape me, and our company of dwarves would chase you down." Thorin replied serious as he misunderstood and thought her serious.

"Relax Thorin I was teasing, but I really do not like dresses and am a bit too independent to have maidens waiting on me hand and foot." Veirra said reassuringly, and so Thorin relaxed some as he sat beside her.

"It will take some getting used to, and it will even be difficult for me." Thorin replied then for a moment they were quiet until the dwarf lord spoke again. "But I promise you I will make you happy, and never hurt you." Then he pulled her in and kissed her deeply. Before they realised it they were kissing each other deeply until out of breathe.

"Do you want to sleep here tonight?" Thorin asked in a deep breathless tone, but Veirra was still trying to catch her breathe. Licking her lips she instead nodded and this time was given a brief kiss. "Then I will go fetch our bedrolls. Wait here."

Leaning against the wall as she sat on the bench, Veirra did as Thorin asked. She waited and waited until her eyes grew heavy. Then awoke to first dawn's light and song birds, but still Thorin had not returned. Sitting up she looked around confused. He had just gone to get their bedrolls something that should have taken no longer then ten minutes. Perhaps he was playing a prank? No that did not seem like Thorin.

"Thorin?" Veirra called out, but no answer came and so she headed back inside to find out where he was. Returning to where the others were she found some still asleep, but a select few were up including Balin.

"Ah good morning lass or should I say my queen?" Balin said rather cheerily.

"Oh I am never getting used to that Balin best to just stick with lass, and good morning to you too." Veirra replied then straightened, "I do not suppose you have seen Thorin?"

"I thought he was with you lass," Balin replied worried.

"He was. I wasn't able to sleep so he took me to the Queen's garden. We were going to sleep out there and he said he was going to get our bed rolls, but never came back and I dozed off." Veirra explained. After that the company grew worried this did not sound like something Thorin would do. So they searched for him, but did not have to look long before finding him in the treasure room.

However finding him proved more frightening and annoying for Veirra. Frightening because his eyes were glazed over and he seemed 'consumed' by the vast treasure. Annoying because it seemed she was all but forgotten about. She was unsure if she should be afraid for him or angry at him. Currently her anger was winning out because it had hurt to be so easily forgotten in favour of a room full of gold. Using her index and thumb she gave a sharp whistle that made the dwarves next to her wince and cover their ears, but was effective in snapping Thorin out of his trance.

"I do not believe our bedrolls were in the treasure room Thorin." Her voice was sharp and cold as she regarded his expression change from confused to shocked disbelief. "But thank you for looking."

Turning away she left the treasury wanting to be alone and walked quickly down the halls towards the entrance to Erebor. Getting outside she sat on some of the rocks to think and for a time she enjoyed the peace and quiet. However the peace and quiet did not last nearly long enough as she heard someone approach. Peeking back it was none other then Thorin who she tried to ignore. "Veirra?"

However Veirra did not answer him and kept herself from looking his way. After a moment Thorin sighed and moved to stand in front of her and knelt down to get a better view of her. "Please let me explain. Come inside."

"Why? So I can be forgotten in another room?" Veirra asked sarcastically.

"That was never my intent." Thorin replied, then sighed. "Please come with me and let me explain."

For a moment Veirra considered telling him she preferred it out here, but sighed. "Fine."

Getting to her feet she went back inside Erebor arms folded across her chest. Finally Thorin led her into the very room they had found him in that morning. Internally groaning she followed him down the steps and into the chamber. Leading her deep into the chamber they found a secluded spot where he had her sit on a mound of gold. "I did not mean to leave you for very long," Thorin sighed, "I was going to get our bedrolls when I thought to get something for you. So I went into this chamber to get you something special. It took longer to find what I was looking for then I thought, but once I found it I was leaving... then I do not know. The next thing I know you whistle at me and were angry. I however hope this makes up for my leaving you though. Close your eyes."

"Thorin you do not have to give me anything-" Veirra started to say.

"Close your eyes. Please." Thorin said more firmly and Veirra sighed before doing as asked. A moment later she felt his hands brush her hair aside and something cool around her neck. It took him a moment to clasp it before he said. "Now you may open your eyes."

Opening her eyes she was internally cringing at the idea of some large extravagant necklace around her neck, but instead found a protection stone that looked strangely familiar on a small lovely mithril chain.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well the company is reunited, but already problems are on the horizon. I hope you all enjoyed this chapter I know some reviewers *Coughs* Ro *Coughs* wanted Veirra to smack Thorin for believing Alfrid. I hope her attempting to smack him for laughing at her makes up for it though. Also do not worry about Alfrid he will get what is coming to him soon enough.**

**Please feel free to review away and again Happy Valentine's Day**

**Lesliezin**


	33. Three Requests and All Goes Wrong

**Hello all,**

**First off thanks for the lovely reviews on the last chapter. I am glad you liked it, and here**** is chapter 33.**

* * *

><p>The purple stone held the same blue streak and jagged edge as the one Veirra lost, as she turned it over examining it closely. It was identical and for a moment Veirra was stunned to have the protection stone in her hands. "My mother's protection stone? How? Where did you find this?"<p>

"We found it in Lake-town when we searched for you after Smaug's attack." Thorin said confirming it was hers. Then her fingers trailed up to the chain. "It is mithril, so that you never lose your mother's protection stone again."

Finally Veirra looked up at the dwarf lord surprised, and any anger she had felt disappeared. "That is why you came down here?"

Thorin nodded and watched her as she admired the simple chain. "If you do not like it. I am sure we can find another chain for the stone."

"No, no it is beautiful. I love it. Thank you, and I am sorry about earlier I thought you forgot me." Veirra said, but in truth Thorin had been consumed by the treasure around him. Before Thorin could reply another cleared his throat, and both looked to see Balin, Fili, Kili, and the others.

"I see you two are back on good terms. Good, well then we are going to resume the search." Balin said.

"I will join you." Thorin said.

"No need laddie, spend some time with Veirra. We will find the Arkenstone." Balin said. In that moment Veirra looked to Fili and Kili and was reminded of a conversation she needed to have with Thorin. They had not had the time to tell Thorin of all that had happened, and she needed to beforehand. Besides it seemed Balin was trying to prevent another lapse like the one Thorin had the night before.

"Actually, Thorin I do need to speak to you about what happened in Lake-town. There are events that happened that you need to be made aware of, and I have a couple of requests." Veirra spoke up before Thorin could respond to Balin, and so the dwarf lord turned to her.

"Can it not wait?" Thorin asked.

"I think it would be best to speak to you about it now. Otherwise you may not like surprises of this nature." Veirra said carefully, and for a moment Thorin considered her words.

"Very well, I will be along shortly to find the stone. Start the search without me." Thorin replied and soon the group left with Kili peeking back and Veirra giving him a reassuring nod as they disappeared around a pile of some gold.

"Now then what is this news?" Thorin asked and immediately Veirra dived into her tale telling him everything that happened the moment he and the others left for Erebor. How Kili collapsed and the master and Alfrid turned them away. How they went to Bard for help, and tried many remedies. Veirra spared no details when she spoke of Fili protecting Bard's eldest, and how Tauriel saved Kili's life. At some points she noted how Thorin tensed up, but only one detail was left out to spare him. The 'good luck kiss' she gave Bard, aside from that at the end he knew everything. Finally he asked. "You mentioned a couple requests."

Veirra nodded preparing herself for a screaming match. "Yes three to be precise. The first is the easiest one, I would like Oin and I to check Erebor's stores for herbs. A lot of them will be useless of course after sixty years, but there are some that will last a lot longer then sixty years. The people Lake-town will seek shelter in Dale and they will have many injured people. Those herbs could help them."

"You want to help the men of Lake-town." Thorin stated calmly.

"Yes, after all they are my kin Thorin." Veirra pointed out hoping Thorin would not fight her on this, but instead he nodded.

"I understand. Search the stores and use what you can." Veirra released the breath she held now came the other two requests both would be like pulling teeth. "The other requests?"

"Your nephews." Veirra said.

"What of them?"

"The second request is for Fili. He has grown fond of Sigrid Bard's eldest. He protected her from Alfrid and if you have noticed he has become anxious and worried for her in his absence from her. When they reach Dale he will want to see her again, and I believe she cares for him too." Veirra replied.

"That, or she cares for the fact that he is a prince of Erebor and may one day rule." Thorin said coldly.

"Really? Because the master of the lake did not seem to know or care when he kicked us out, and I do not recall us mentioning it to anyone least of all Bard's family." Veirra pointed out effectively knocking the wind out of Thorin's sails.

"Hmph so you want me to approve of Fili choosing that girl?" Thorin asked.

"That 'girl' was helping us, and nearly got killed because of us. To top it all off we effectively made life miserable because Bard lost support and got thrown in jail. Which gave Alfrid free reign to harass her in the first place. Also you have chosen a daughter of men too, so do explain why Fili's choice is so terrible."

Thorin blew out a breath and ran a hand through his hair. "Fine I see your point. If Fili wishes to court her how can I say no?"

Veirra smiled a little glad to have won the second battle, then Thorin asked about the third request and Veirra sighed. "Tauriel."

Immediately Thorin's face hardened. "No! I know what you would ask and absolutely not!"

"She saved Kili's life, Thorin! Neither Oin nor I knew what to do! We thought it was an infection, and we were wrong. It nearly cost Kili his life! If not for her, Kili would not be here!" Thorin shook his head.

"No you would have found a way-"

"No neither Oin nor I would have found a way to save Kili in time." Veirra replied calmly, but still Thorin shook his head.

"No! She is an elf!"

"Yes, yes she is an elf. An elf that choose a dwarf over her own kin! She choose to stay and save Kili rather then follow the Elven prince. Now what does that tell you Thorin?!" Veirra said wanting to get her point across, but Thorin turned away already wishing she would make any other request but this one. "She will be banished from Mirkwood if she has not been already. Thranduil will not tolerate her disobeying him, and she did disobey him, Thorin."

"And what would you have me do?" Thorin grumbled.

"Prove yourself far greater than that backstabbing sprite. Welcome her here with open arms, accept her as a friend. She did not need to save Kili, but she did anyway. I am not asking you to accept all Elves, Thorin. Just her."

"Of all the things to ask me for, you choose this. Why could it not be jewels or anything else?"

"I am not the type to ask for jewels and gold, Thorin." Veirra replied. For a moment she thought he might give in, however she underestimated his hatred of Elves.

"I will not have some elf maid-" That was when Veirra stepped in front of him.

"She will be handmaiden and bodyguard." Veirra said firmly

"Wha—what?!" Thorin gasped.

"You heard me, you mentioned me having handmaidens well I believe if I remember correctly the noblewomen, princess, or queen picks their handmaidens and bodyguards. So I choose Tauriel." Veirra said arms folded across her chest. This left Thorin sputtering and cursing in Khuzdul. "And keep that up and I am not kissing that potty mouth."

Faintly, she heard chuckling and realized the company was listening in on the argument rather then looking for the Arkenstone. However she had no time to oust them as she focused on Thorin as he continued to yell about this. "Oi! Enough already!" Veirra finally yelled, "Where is your gratitude?! She SAVED KILI'S LIFE!"

Veirra's voice echoed around the large chamber stopping Thorin in his tracks. "You know she could have walked right out the door and never looked back. She could have followed Legolas and the Orcs and never given your nephew another thought. You could be mourning the loss of Kili and working out what you would say to your sister right now! Would that scenario have been preferable to my asking this of you?"

For a few moments Thorin and everything was so quiet a pin could have dropped and been heard. "I did not mean to sound ungrateful for her aid, Veirra. Her kin though have done enough damage."

"No Thorin her _king_ has done enough damage not just to our peoples, or you, or I but also to her. She is a Silvan elf, Thranduil views her as beneath him and that includes his son. Had Thranduil not been so cold hearted then Tauriel and Legolas would have pledged themselves to each other long ago. It is why nothing but friendship is all that will be between Tauriel and Legolas. Right now the only thing keeping Tauriel is that friendship otherwise she would be here now and you and I would be arguing a lot sooner."

"So she had feelings for Legolas?" Thorin asked not liking it.

"Yes, but those feelings shadow in comparison to the feelings she holds for Kili. Her choosing to save Kili over following Legolas are testament to that fact." Veirra said calmly and Thorin's shoulder dropped in defeat, now was her chance. "Please Thorin. I am begging you..." She begged with a silky voice.

Thorin groaned then looked up at her. "Very well, Tauriel and Tauriel alone will be welcomed here. You will be responsible for her, and you had better not have any more requests!"

Veirra shook her head, "No just those. No other requests."

"Good," He said drawing closer, then he roughly pulled her against him and kissed her deeply. When he finally released her he grinned a devilish smile. "Because later you will pay for those requests greatly."

"Of course..." Veirra replied breathlessly.

"Hmmm, you have until later this evening to check the stores. Then I expect you in the Queen's garden, understand?" Veirra trembled against him but nodded. "You had better not be late."

Her breathe caught in her chest at his words, and she shivered. "No my lord I promise I will be there."

"Good because if not I will find you." His deep voice made the threat sound real, but knowing him as she did now. She only shivered as he kissed her deeply then left to join the others in the search for the Arkenstone. Once alone she felt her legs give out and flopped onto a mound of coins still trembling from the commands he gave her to meet him in the Queen's garden. Something about his demeanour had changed and it was a little scary, but perhaps it was because of her 'requests'.

"Wow! I cannot believe I actually got him to agree." She said aloud to herself.

"Neither can we." Twin voices said and she looked up to see Fili and Kili with matching grins on their faces. In the next moment the two lads rushed her hugging her, and saying in unison. "You are the best auntie!"

* * *

><p>After finally getting Fili and Kili to let her go she got Oin and they started their search of one of three large store rooms which housed herbs. After clearing away cobwebs and dusting off many of the jars they found some herbs that had withstood the test of time and were still useable. However, many that were preserved in jars of liquid had long since rotted and the last thing either one wanted to do was open a jar by mistake. They were about half way done with the store room when the hour grew dark and both called it a night. Cleaning herself off of the dust and cobwebs, Veirra headed straight for the Queen's Garden. There Thorin stood waiting for her, and for a moment she thought he would say she was late.<p>

"I am on time, just as I promised." Veirra said before he could say a word.

"Yes very good." Thorin replied and gestured to his left. On the patch of dead grass lay their bedrolls and an old blanket. "Have a seat."

Moving over to the 'bed', Veirra sat and watched as Thorin opened a flask of wine. "This wine only tastes better and stronger the longer it is shelved. It is one of the few well preserved things here in Erebor."

After pouring them a cup he handed her one and sat beside her. Together they drank and it turned out the wine was indeed well preserved. "Wow!" Veirra coughed, "That is a very strong wine."

The pair had a couple more glasses then Thorin caught her chin and kissed her deeply. The mere demanding way he kissed her took her off guard. "Mmm Thorin-"

Veirra started to say as she pulled away from the kiss only to have Thorin pull her against him and kiss her deeply again. When he finally did release her lips he said in a deep desire filled voice. "I did say you would have to pay for your requests."

Veirra gave a soft gasp as Thorin pulled her head back exposing her neck which he kissed causing her to tremble. In a lot of ways Thorin seemed...different more fierce less gentle. Perhaps it was nothing, after all a lot had happened since their night together in Lake-town; but still it unnerved her a little. For the most part Veirra tried to ignore the warning in her heart and told herself she was over thinking things. After all Thorin was not that different from himself, was he? Pushed back onto the bedding she had little time to register what was happening. Between kisses clothes were quickly yanked off, and before she knew it she found herself bare beneath the covers under Thorin. Alright so he was far more pushy and demanding, nothing to worry about she would just ask him to slow down. "Thorin slow down. There is no-"

Her words were cut short as she gave a surprised gasp as he claimed her and she could do little else but accept him. Shocked by what was happening Veirra could not form the words to stop him. One thing was certain now more than ever Thorin Oakenshield was different and she hoped that these changes were not permanent. For that night it felt like Thorin was a stranger to her.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well I am sure many will find issue with this chapter, so I better explain. Towards the beginning Veirra makes three requests each one progressively harder. This was mostly done to show that she can still influence Thorin, but at the same time that influence is gradually disappearing as the gold sickness settles in. However that said there was obviously going to be a screaming match when it came to the issue of Tauriel. However those three requests were as far as Veirra would get with a victory because the gold sickness is building in strength. **
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**Please feel free to review away**
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	34. Driven Apart by a Stone Wall

**Hello all,**

**Thank you for the lovely reviews. Here is the latest chapter which hopefully you will enjoy.**

* * *

><p>The next morning Veirra awoke with a groan and her hand sought out Thorin only to find herself alone. Sitting up she held the cover to her chest and looked around, but there was no sign of the dwarf lord. As she started to move more she winced and looked beneath the covers at the pained area. Her side was bruised from where Thorin had gripped her too tightly, sure he had left light bruises on her before, after all, dwarves were naturally very strong. However this bruise was worse, in fact Thorin's behaviour was slowly becoming worse and she wondered if she was imagining things. Then the previous night came back to her and she gripped the covers to herself horrified. The events of last night were consensual, but Thorin had seemed...different. It did not feel like Thorin, no it felt like a stranger. Immediately Veirra shook her head unwilling to believe where her thoughts were going. <em>'No I drank too much or I should not have pushed my requests so much. That explains why he acted the way he did. It was Thorin.' <em>No matter how much she tried to convince herself of this it did not change the fact that Thorin was different with her and she awoke alone. Regardless of how she recalled the situation there was this tiny voice at the back of her mind saying Thorin was not himself and he acted like a stranger.

Shaking her head and fiercely pushing the voice away, Veirra got up and dressed. All the while she told herself that nothing was wrong. It was in that frame of mind that she went to find the others. She came down and could hear voices from the treasury and so headed for the entrance.

"Keep searching. The Arkenstone is in these halls I know it!" Thorin's voice was above her as he looked down on the treasure room.

"That stone could be anywhere." Gloin added.

"Keep searching! No one rests until the Arkenstone is found." Thorin ordered. Waiting a moment, Veirra got Balin's attention and so the white haired dwarf trudged over to speak to her.

"Lass I thought you and Oin were going to search for herbs in the stores. What are you doing here?"

"Wondering what has gotten into Thorin, or am I the only one that notices?" Veirra asked worried. So much for thinking everything was normal and fine. She would be deluding herself now to believe otherwise. However she then noticed the ashamed look on Balin's face. "Wait this has been going on now for a while hasn't it?"

The dwarf sighed and looked to the ground, he might as well have simply said 'yes.' "Balin! Why has no one said anything?!"

"We did not want to worry you lass. Look it will be fine. We will find the Arkenstone, now go on, you are going to have a lot of injured to deal with soon enough." Balin said patting Veirra's arm. As much as it worried her that Thorin was not himself, Balin had a point. She may not like it, but she had limited time before Bard and the survivors made it to Dale. Sighing Veirra turned and headed for the stores to meet up with Oin. However something told her finding the Arkenstone would not make things better, only worse. She was moving down a corridor towards a flight of stairs when she heard it.

"Veirra, I need to talk to you." Turning she saw Bilbo, "Please it is important."

The hobbit was hidden in a side passage and looking around nervously. Taking a quick look around herself she entered the side passage. "What is it Bilbo?"

"Veirra something is wrong. It is this place." Bilbo said pointed upward to mean the mountain. "The others, they did not want to worry you, but Thorin, he is changing. He barely eats or sleeps. When not with you he is down in the treasure room. He has the others looking for the Arkenstone night and day."

"When did this start Bilbo?"

"I first noticed a slight change when I was first sent in to find the Arkenstone when Smaug woke, but I thought he was fine afterwords. Because when Smaug attacked Lake-town he never even went near the treasure room. He wanted to find you and the others, so I thought Smaug had lied. Then the night he took you to the Queen's Garden and left you. Everything changed." Bilbo said.

"Wait what did Smaug say?" Veirra asked.

"That the Arkenstone would cause Thorin to suffer. It would destroy him, corrupt his heart, and drive him mad." Bilbo said recalling what the dragon said before he was forced to escape. Veirra felt a shiver run down her spine at those words.

"That stone is cursed..." She finally said, then nearly jumped at a noise behind her and she whirled around. The noise was from further away in the treasure room, so she relaxed only slightly then turned back to Bilbo. "Thank you for coming forward with this, my friend. Let us hope for the time being none of them find that cursed jewel. For now though we have an entire village of people coming to Dale. They will be injured and need our help."

Bilbo nodded completely understanding. "What do you need me to do?"

"Oin and I are searching the stores for preserved herbs that are still viable after all this time. Anything that can help or alleviate the pain. Do you want to help us?" Veirra asked looking back at the hobbit, who smiled up at her.

"Of course Veirra I would happy to help in any way I can." Together the pair left the side corridor and headed up stairs to join Oin who was already searching some jars.

"About time you showed up." Oin teased.

"Bilbo wishes to help us." Veirra replied.

"Ah good, an extra set of hands. Well be careful what you open, some of the herbs were preserved in water and oils to keep them; but after sixty years they rotted. Would not want you to throw up breakfast."

"Thank you Oin." Veirra said shaking her head then looked to Bilbo, "Just be careful what you open." Together the trio spent most of the day looking for the herbs that could be used to aid the people of Lake-town. Only breaking for lunch which Bofur and Bifur brought to them. When it was clear they would find no more dry preserved herbs, Oin showed them to a second storeroom deeper in the mountain. It was a long and tedious job especially when some of the labels were so worn it made identifying the herbs difficult. Sadly more then once poor Bilbo opened a jar and came to regret it. One jar sent him from the room in a rush as he lost the contents of his stomach in a side passage. It was then Veirra came out and gently patted the hobbit on the back.

"I am sorry, I will be fine in a moment." Bilbo said straightening.

"No Bilbo go, you do not need to do this. Go rest, Oin and I can finish up here." Veirra replied not wanting to cause the hobbit further trouble.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, go rest." Veirra encouraged smiling at her friend. With a nod Bilbo left her and Oin to continue searching the jars. Eventually the hour grew late and the pair called it a night and left to rest. Veirra considered seeking Thorin out, but after last night opted out and headed for the Queen's garden to sleep. No sooner did she rest her head then she was asleep and did not wake until dawn only to still find herself alone.

"Damn it! I should have sought him out." Veirra groaned, it was obvious Thorin had not slept last night. Rising to her feet she dressed and headed for the treasure room. However halfway there an out of breathe hobbit found her.

"Finally there you are," Bilbo said holding his knees and trying to catch his breathe, "I came to tell you, but you had already left the storeroom. The people of Lake-town arrived last night, they are in Dale." The hobbit managed between huffs of breathe.

"Really? Well then no time to lose. We need to go help them." Veirra said and headed off to get the herbs she and Oin had gathered.

* * *

><p>"Uhh Veirra there is a problem..." Bilbo said rushing to keep up with her.<p>

_'A Stone wall?!' _Veirra thought glaring at the entrance to Erebor, the pack holding the herbs still on her shoulder. Her hands balled into fists and behind her stood Bilbo, Oin, Fili, and Kili. The wall had been built last night when Thorin first got word that the people of Lake-town were in the ruins. Bilbo explained that afte he left, he had sat and rested. However Thorin came and was talking to the hobbit when Dwalin reported the new arrivals. He had called the company save for her to build a large stone wall during the night, and for the rest of the night Bilbo had been searching for her. Finally, Veirra set down the bags calmly and turned heading straight for the treasury to have words with a certain dwarf lord.

"Uh lass that is not a good idea-" Oin started to say as the group followed at a safe distance. As they neared the room they could hear some of the dwarves searching the gold and Thorin giving orders.

"THORIN!" Veirra yelled, even making Oin wince at the loud noise that came through his trumpet. Entering the chamber, some of the dwarves were a little nervous and were watching the events unfold. "A wall?!"

"I am protecting what is ours." Thorin said coldly, "I will not risk what was reclaimed!"

"Funny thing, _my kin _are a bit busy surviving after a dragon laid waste to their homes! Or have you forgotten that you are talking to a daughter of men?!" Veirra shot back as she glared up at him. He stood on a balcony overlooking the treasure room while she stood below.

"I have not forgotten, but you are going to be _my queen _and you will obey!"

"Oh will I? I am not your queen yet, and last _I _checked, I am still a ranger of the North and more importantly I am my father's daughter! So watch me disobey!" Veirra replied leaving a temporarily stunned Thorin gaping at her like a fish. Quick as a whip she whirled away leaving the treasure room, she did not stop or pause when Bilbo asked.

"Veirra? What are you going to do?"

Instead she again headed for the entrance snatching up a couple of the bags of herbs then some rope as she made it up the ramparts of the wall they had built. Tying one end of the rope to the battlements, and the bags of herbs to the other end she lowered the bags down to the ground outside. However it was then Thorin got to the entrance hall and called out to her with the company watching close by.

"VEIRRA!" Thorin yelled, moving quickly to stop her, it was her cue to leave and so she climbed over the side and was going down. "Pull her back up! NOW!"

A moment later she felt someone pulling her back up as she had started to quickly climb down. Fortunately at that point she was over half-way down and did not have a long drop to the ground. So instead she flicked her wrist drawing out a wrist dagger and cut the rope. The herb bag landed with a soft thud on the ground and she on her feet and hands nearby. She looked back up at the battlements to find the company looking down at her including a seething Thorin. Wiping her hands, she picked up the bags and cleared her throat. "Now then, I will be back when I have done all I can and not a moment before! Here is what I expect: I expect your attitude Thorin to improve, and I expect the company to get plenty of rest. Until then you know where I will be."

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well the last chapter's ending was a point of concern, but hopefully this cleared up the larger question some of you had. Also if it helps Veirra does kind of get her own back by directly disobeying Thorin at the end of this chapter. **

**Anyway hope you enjoy and please review away.**

**Lesliezin**


	35. A Day in Dale

**Hello all,**

**Well here is chapter 35 I do hope you all enjoy**

* * *

><p>"<em>Now then I will be back when I have done all I can and not a moment before! Here is what I expect: I expect your attitude Thorin to improve, and I expect the company to get plenty of rest. Until then you know where I will be."<em>

Without another word or glance back, Veirra headed for the ruins of Dale ignoring Thorin's shouts to come back, with threats that she would regret her actions. Regardless, Veirra continued until the shouts were little more then noise that echoed all the way from Erebor to Dale. As she stepped into the shadow of the ruins she could hear the people ahead, then heard Hilda ask. "What is that dwarf yelling about?!"

It was then Veirra stepped into view holding the bags. "Oh that would be me. Apparently he is mad because I do not follow orders well. Now he cursing in Khuzdul things that are not fit for children's or ladies' ears."

"Veirra!" Hilda said coming up and hugging the ranger, then turned to another. "Fetch Bard quick. He will want to know Veirra is here."

Immediately a lad rushed off to inform Bard and the others while Veirra set down the packs. Many of the people of Dale were surprised to see her as she set the bags down. "Are there healers about?"

"I am a healer, milady." One of the villagers spoke up stepping forward.

"Ah good, in these bags are the herbs we gathered from inside Erebor's storerooms. Most of the herbs were no good, save for the ones dry preserved. They are not much but hopefully they should help." Veirra said gesturing to the bags at her feet. Then Bard and his children came into view, and she noticed the big grin on his face.

"I had not expected to see you so soon, Veirra." Bard said coming closer.

"Well I did warn you that you would not be rid of me for long." Veirra joked.

"It is good to see you again, Veirra." Sigrid spoke up then her smile faded as she looked around the ranger, "Where is lord Fili?"

Veirra sighed, "I am sorry Sigrid. Unfortunately we met with an 'unforeseen obstacle'." As she spoke she gestured behind her and that was when Bard moved past as did many others to find the entrance to Erebor walled up.

"No wonder we heard yelling, you escaped." Bard chuckled.

"Yes well if it is all the same to you I think I will wait until Thorin's temper has cooled before returning." Veirra replied.

"Returning? You would go back?" Bard asked concerned for the reckless woman before him.

"I have to." Veirra said firmly.

"Of course she does sire." Alfrid said snidely and Veirra turned to glare at the slimy weasel. His nose looked to have recovered from Fili breaking it in Lake-Town, yet it still looked crooked. _'I think I can fix that!' _Veirra thought viciously. However as he neared, which was his greatest mistake, Veirra looked to Sigrid.

"I promised to teach you how to throw a punch did I not?" Sigrid nodded, and before anyone could react Veirra's fist came up and connected with Alfrid's nose and he fell to the ground clutching his bleeding nose. "Alfrid the next time you lie to my friends or lie to Thorin about the fate of his nephews or myself, I will do a lot worse than re-break your nose!"

"Veirra? What are you talking about?" Bard asked confused.

"Shortly after we left Thorin and some of our companions came looking for us. They found Alfrid and asked after us only to have him lie and claim we all died in Lake-Town." Even as Alfrid shook his head still clutching his bleeding nose many in of the villagers glared at the slimy weasel.

"Get out of my sight Alfrid!" Bard said too angry that he would lie like that.

"What you are believing her over me?!" Alfrid shrieked, "She is just some travelling dwarf lord's w-"

"You are a spineless deceitful toad!" Hilda called out, "Of course we believe her over the likes of you!" A number of the people nodded in full agreement that Veirra was to be trusted over Alfrid, but then again no one trusted Alfrid. Moments later Alfrid was chased off and Veirra glared after him.

"I apologise for what he said and the pain he must have caused." Bard said, and Veirra smiled up at him.

"No need to do that, you did not know what he had done." Veirra said softly as many got back to work, "Now then you have me for the entire day to help however I can."

"Indeed, many of the healers will need aid and we are looking for more clothing, blankets, firewood. Unfortunately there is little food to be had..." Bard said trying to think of the long list of jobs to be done.

"Well first thing's first, how stable are the injured?"

"We have several injured that are severely burnt. Many more suffer with minor burns. I do hope you brought some herbs to to treat burns." Bard said making Veirra cringe.

"Unfortunately the primary plant used for burns was one Erebor preserved in water, and after sixty years it well—it rotted." Veirra said gently making Bard sigh. At least she was trying to lend aid and do good. "Hopefully the other herbs will help though."

"Of course."

"I will go do what I can to tend to the wounded." Veirra said then picked up one of the bags along with another healer and followed him to the injured. After that it became a very long day of working to make the people of Lake-town comfortable and ease their pains. However before Veirra fully realized it, the sun was setting, and so she returned to the makeshift home that Bard's family was staying in, or at least that was the direction many pointed in. By the time she reached Bard's 'new home' many of the people had settled as best they could for the evening.

Like most of the ruins in Dale, the door and shudders were burnt away, reminders of Smaug. Yet somehow Sigrid managed to make the place more homely. They had cleared away the old furniture and dusted, and to give some privacy and protection from the cold they hung old sheets and blankets to make doors and shudders. "Hello?" Veirra called before pushing the blanket aside and entering.

Inside there was some old furniture, a large table, four chairs, and some makeshift beds in the corner. Across the way they burnt other old furniture that would be unsafe to sit in or use. To the right was a large window covered by a sheet with a windowsill large enough to sit on.

"Make yourself at home." Bard said coming in behind her and putting some fire wood and old furniture down that would be used to keep the fire going.

"I cannot stay long. I will need to return." Veirra pointed out.

"True but before you do I do believe you mentioned to teach my eldest to throw a proper punch." Bard pointed out with a smile wanting to keep the ranger longer. As if on cue Bard's eldest walked in and smiled at Veirra.

"I hope you are not leaving so soon. You still have to teach me to throw a punch." Veirra nodded her agreement and while Sigrid tucked Tilda in Veirra tied some old pillows and cushions to a post outside. By the time she was done Sigrid came out and eyed the post curiously.

"This is going to be our practice dummy, after all we cannot have you practice on Alfrid as fun as that would be." The comment earned her a few chuckles from Bard and some of the people still awake. As Sigrid came up Veirra asked which was her main hand and had her make a proper fist. "The key thing is to never tuck your thumb inside your fist otherwise you risk breaking your thumb and doing more harm to yourself then your intended target."

Coming to stand behind Sigrid as she continued, "Next you want your knuckles to hit first. To do this tilt your wrist down and try to keep it aligned with your forearm Veirra said gently guiding her wrist to the proper place, "Like that, okay?"

Sigrid nodded as she tried to memorize what Veirra was teaching her to do. "Last whatever you do not lock your wrist, you could break it." For good measure she let Sigrid practice throwing punches then continued the lesson. "Now how to throw a proper punch is all well and good but to be able to defend yourself you need to know where to strike."

Veirra said unaware that Bard watched her with a smile on his face. "Now for a man like Alfrid or well any man that threatens you, you want to disable him long enough to get to safety. So if he is taller then you the first thing you must do is not throw a punch but bring him down to your level. Meaning your knee meets his groin which usually brings any man to his knees."

Thus Veirra first showed Sigrid how to practice kneeing a man between the legs. "Very good, now you kneed him between the legs the next thing is he will be on his knees holding himself. With your offhand you grab the back of his head, yank back and punch right here."

Veirra said pointing to her throat. "Right at the Adam's apple. Both blows are meant to knock the wind clean out of your opponent giving you enough time to get away."

"Mahal I hope you are not going to use those moves on me!" A familiar voice said making the pair turn to see a certain blond haired dwarf grinning at them.

"Fili what are you doing here?" Veirra asked shocked.

"Kili is covering for me, I had to slip away..." Fili said softly, then his eyes fell on Sigrid and he blushed. "However now that I have seen what you have taught the Lady Sigrid I am afraid to cross her." He teased lightly then sighed. "I cannot stay long, but I..."

Again Fili blushed and peeked at Sigrid. "I um well that is if it alright and the lessons are over, I have a gift for...Lady Sigrid."

"Of course." Veirra said stepping away to give them some relative privacy as she came to stand by Bard who had his arms folded across his chest watching the pair with eagle eyes. "Relax Bard Fili is only giving her a gift."

"You know him best, Veirra. What is he like?" Bard asked concerned.

"He is a good dwarf, but you do not need me for this. Consider what he has already done, his actions should speak loudest and better of him than I can." The pair watched as Fili gave Sigrid a small velvet pouch and she opened it to reveal a small tear shaped sapphire on a silvery chain. Bard smiled at the look on his daughter's face before she quickly darted in and placed a lingering kiss on Fili's blushing cheek. Then the pair darted apart remembering that they were being watched before moving back towards Bard's 'house' and both Bard and Veirra.

"I am sorry but I will have to get back before I am missed." Fili said and the smile slid from Sigrid's face.

"We both will have to go." Veirra pointed out, but Fili started shaking his head.

"No it is best you stay here. Uncle is still too angry, and has not been himself for a while." Fili said worried that if she returned what Thorin might do.

"And if I stay away that anger will only grow. Also you are right he has not been himself, but I am certain I can reach him. However, I cannot do it from here." Veirra said, "So I must go back just not at the same time as you. I do not want to get you into trouble, go I shall not be far behind."

Fili gave a long sigh then looked to Bard and Sigrid. He bowed to Bard, and kissed Sigrid's hand before slipping away back to Erebor leaving Veirra with Bard and Sigrid. "He is right you should not go. It is not safe there."

"Regardless Bard I must go back." Veirra said firmly. The group said their goodbyes, and Veirra also said goodbye to some of the other people of Lake-town before eventually heading back to Erebor herself. When she did reach the wall she located the rope left for her and began her climb back up the wall hoping to have time to think of what she would say to Thorin that would not dissolve into a screaming match. However as she climbed over the wall and landed on the battlements someone was waiting for her. For a moment she thought it Thorin until the bald head was a dead give-away.

"Lass you should not have come back." Dwalin said worried and peeked back at Erebor, "Go back I will pretend I did not see you."

"You know I cannot do that Dwalin. If I leave and let Thorin get worse I will not only have abandoned him but all of you. How fair would that be?" Veirra said, and Dwalin only nodded. He had obviously been asked by Thorin to keep watch for her return and now wished for any other job, then he straightened.

"Before I tell anyone you have returned, I owe you an apology." Dwalin said.

"An apology? Whatever for Dwalin?" Veirra asked confused as she thought back trying to find where she might have argued with Dwalin.

"I doubted you," Dwalin confessed, "I always knew you were capable and a warrior. Your skills were never in question, but when Thorin decided he was going to make you his queen I questioned it and wondered if he had gone mad. I am sorry, all I could see was a human. It was not until Thorin, Gloin, and I thought you and the others dead that I saw it. I had been a fool up until you returned to him on the beach. You complete him, and I can not see any other as my queen."

Veirra stood there stunned as she stared at the gruff short tempered dwarf. She had known there was bound to be some opposition to her as Thorin's queen, but to have Dwalin apologise. Finally she blinked and regained her ability to speak. "Dwalin you do not need to apologise for that, I understand."

Still Dwalin looked worried as he peeked back towards Erebor and she could guess why. For the hot tempered dwarf to accept her as his future queen meant protecting her, but how would he protect her from his friend and king without betraying him? Veirra wanted to reassure Dwalin that she could look after herself, but before she could the dwarf sighed.

"Come along lass if I cannot convince you to go back where it is safer, best to have this done with." With that the dwarf led her down the ramparts and back into Erebor. Perhaps facing Thorin would not be so bad. _'Yeah hold onto the daydream.' _She thought sarcastically.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>
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	36. Winning A Battle

**Hello all,**

**Thanks for the lovely reviews, and here is the latest chapter. Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Nothing really prepared Veirra to face Thorin Oakenshield's wrath, but then again she was not expecting a gentle telling off. Instead she prepared for a screaming match between herself, and Thorin as Dwalin led her to the throne room. An angry Thorin stood talking to Balin, as Bilbo stood silently nearby trying his best to be invisible. Dwalin gruffly told Veirra to wait towards the entrance as he moved forward to stand by his brother. It seemed, for the moment; Veirra had a reprieve as Thorin seemed to have all but forgotten about her. The dwarf lord did not even ask Dwalin if she had returned, instead their voices carried to her as she listened in, and kept out of sight.<p>

"It is here in these halls I know it." Thorin said his voice different from the more gentle tone he once had. It caused an uneasy twist in her stomach to hear Thorin like this. Veirra peeked out to see him looking at the throne; and the vacant spot the Arkenstone had once sat.

"We have searched and searched." Dwalin said as stood by Balin.

"Not well enough." Thorin's cold voice sent a chill down her spine. This was not the dwarf she knew as she watched on.

"Thorin we would all see the stone returned." Dwalin said trying to adopt his brother's smooth negotiator skills.

"And yet it still is not found!" Thorin's voice echoed through the throne room making her flinch. After a moment Balin calmly asked.

"Do you doubt the loyalty of anyone here?" The question got Thorin to face the pair of loyal dwarves with Bilbo standing close by, "The Arkenstone is the birthright of our people."

"It is the king's jewel, am I not the king?!" Again his loud voice echoed, now she saw fully what everyone else was seeing and fearing. This was not Thorin. It was like a stranger took his place! Would she even be able to get Thorin back? The fear that the Thorin she knew was gone made her cringe as he continued, "Know this: If anyone should find it and withhold it from me...I will be avenged."

It was then Thorin walked off, and Veirra came forward from the shadows. It was Bilbo that spotted her first, and looked to the others. Balin looked drained, and his brother put a reassuring hand on his shoulder. The soft noise of Veirra's boot hitting a pebble made Balin look up at her. "What are you doing here lass? Dwalin get her our of here before Thorin finds out."

"I am not going anywhere Balin." Veirra said firmly.

"It is dangerous, Thorin is not-" Balin started then seem to have trouble controlling his emotions, "Excuse me." The white haired dwarf moved past them quickly leaving Dwalin to shake his head, and Bilbo to try, and give Veirra a brave smile.

"It is good to see you Veirra, but they are right-" Bilbo started to say.

"I am not leaving you all to this." Veirra said stopping him, and Bilbo dropped his shoulders knowing he would never convince her to leave Erebor.

"I will go check on Thorin." Dwalin said heaving a sigh, "Do me a favour Bilbo keep our queen from trouble."

"Of course," Bilbo said as Dwalin left to follow Thorin.

"So how mad is Thorin at me?" Veirra asked warily.

"He was yelling for hours. Oin said if he yelled much more we would all need trumpets." Bilbo said trying to lighten the mood, but then sighed. "It is only going to get worse, I fear."

"Let us go check on Balin." Veirra said not really wanting to think too much on Bilbo's last comment. Instead the pair soon found Balin in the storeroom Oin, and she had checked before. The poor dwarf was upset as tears escaped, but peeked back at them when he heard them enter.

"Dragon sickness... I have seen that look before. That look, that terrible need. It is a fierce, and jealous love. It drove his grandfather mad."

"Balin if Thorin had the Arkenstone. If it was found, would it help?" Bilbo asked, causing Veirra to look at Bilbo. He never needed to verbally announce it, but suddenly it all made sense why the Arkenstone had not been found.

"That stone crowns all. It is the summit of this wealth. It bestows power over the person that wields it. Would it stay his sickness? No I fear it would make it worse. Perhaps it is best that the Arkenstone remain lost."

Bilbo nodded understanding. It was Veirra that spoke up next. "Do not worry Balin we will find a way to cure this sickness."

Balin smiled up at her, but did not look hopeful. "That, my queen; is what everyone is hoping from you, but I fear that the others ask too much of you."

Straightening Balin left a stunned Veirra, and Bilbo. Once she was sure no one was within ear shot Veirra looked to Bilbo, and crossed her arms over her chest. "Bilbo, I know you have it."

For a moment the hobbit's eyes widened, and he looked a bit nervous as he cleared his throat. "Have it? Have what?"

Veirra raised a brow as if to ask: 'Do I need to answer that?' Bilbo lowered his head a little ashamed at keeping this secret for so long. "I was going to give it to him-"

"No! You must never even consider giving him that stone." Veirra said shocking the hobbit, "Whatever is happening to Thorin that stone is at the heart of it, and it is making him worse. You heard Balin it is best if that stone remains lost. For now keep it hidden and safe from him, please."

After a moment Bilbo nodded, "Of course Veirra." It was then she turned to leave the room, she had to stop this somehow. "Where are you going?"

"To try and get our Thorin back before it is too late."

"No it is too dangerous, Veirra." Bilbo said shaking his head fervently worried that Thorin might hurt her.

"I must try Bilbo," Veirra said leaving the storeroom, and heading for where she knew Thorin would be. This was going to be a dangerous and risky move, but she hoped Thorin would come to his senses. _'He is not lost, not yet. I can bring him back I know I can!' _Veirra thought fiercely as she moved purposefully to the treasure room. Coming to stand at the top of the stairs leading down into the treasure room, Veirra soon spotted Thorin. The dwarf lord was overseeing the other dwarves as they looked for the Arkenstone. Looking down she spotted a bunch of coins, and picked one up. Taking a deep breath, she forced a smirk onto her face as she took the coin, and flicked it. The gold coin shot down and flew past Thorin's face stopping him short. It was then he looked up at her coldly.

"So you have returned, I expected you to hide after you defied me." Veirra swallowed calmly as she told herself she could do this, and to not back down.

"Past time for all dwarves in the treasury to be in bed." She called down to the others that were shocked, and worried to see her there. The group of dwarves looked between her, and Thorin nervously watching the exchange. "You heard me off to bed now." She said firmly, then turned her attention to Thorin. "I do not do hiding or cowering, Thorin. If you expect that of me perhaps you should choose someone else for your queen."

The words made him glare up at her, but she merely smirked at him. The other dwarves still had not moved, unsure of who's orders they should follow. "Back to work all of you."

"No, off to bed." Veirra corrected firmly as Thorin moved towards the stairs determined to take her elsewhere. Most likely to scream at her, but as she looked out at the hesitant dwarves she grew tired of them not listening. "Either you lot get to bed, or I go back to Dale now!"

The threat shocked the dwarves into action. While many worried for her going up against Thorin, none of them really wanted her to leave. Some feared Thorin would only get worse without her there, so in that moment her orders were followed as the dwarves headed for their bed rolls. Most cast worried glances back at her, but she gave a reassuring smile. "You are not going anywhere."

The low angry voice of Thorin, made Veirra sigh as she faced the glaring dwarf lord. Instead of arguing, Veirra raised a brow at him; as if to ask if he thought he could really stop her. "Does it look like I am going anywhere? I only threatened to leave if the company did not go, and rest."

"I lead this company not you!" Thorin yelled, his voice echoing around the chamber.

"Than act like a leader!" Veirra snapped back, "You fellows are tired, and hungry; and you have them searching endlessly for a stone!"

"How dare you, I am the king!"

"Than act like one!" Veirra replied loosing her calm, and had to force herself to be calm, "But be a good king not a cruel one." Slowly the words seemed to register with Thorin as he took deep steady breathes and considered her more.

"You say I am cruel, yet you are the one that disobeyed me and left!"

"To aid my kin, would you not have done the same?" Veirra asked as Thorin drew closer, but she refused to back down.

"You should not have left! You are to be _my _queen! You belong by _my_ side, not his!"

"His?" Veirra asked confused.

"You know who I mean, that _bowman_!" Thorin said, he spat the last word like it left a foul taste in his mouth. Veirra wanted to laugh at the jealousy Thorin displayed towards Bard. Obviously, her king viewed the bowman as his rival for her affections. The whole silly situation made her giggle, and Thorin scowled at her. "You think it funny?!"

"You silly dwarf," Veirra said, and caught his face in her hands before he could argue further with her. Leaning down, she pressed her lips to Thorin's. At first he was shocked by her actions, but as she kissed him the dwarf responded fiercely. She found herself pressed against the wall as the kiss deepened. It felt like he was trying to claim her again, and ensure no other could have her. They kissed until both were out of breathe, and had to come up for air.

"Thorin," Veirra said breathlessly, "You do know why I came back do you not? Why I would never stay away?" Veirra asked, as Thorin froze at her questions watching her carefully. "It is certainly not for of this..." She made a sweeping gesture to take in the treasure.

"I am yours. I already belong to you, and you know that. I love you, and have chosen you. You have nothing to be jealous of, no other will have me." The words seemed to bring Thorin back to normal. The gold in the chamber below was now forgotten as Thorin watched her carefully.

"You went to him though." Thorin said, and he looked hurt.

"I went to help my kin, not to see Bard. I went to aid those that were injured by Smaug, and taught Sigrid to defend herself some so that Fili need not fear for her. That is all. Then I came back to you." Veirra said, running her fingers over his cheeks and beard. Right then she held Thorin's complete attention, but for how long? How could she fix whatever was happening to him? She must have looked worried for Thorin touched her cheek.

"Veirra?"

"I am worried for you," Veirra confessed, "You have not been yourself, and I fear what you are becoming."

"What I am becoming?" Thorin asked as he chuckled, and a smile crossed his features. Then seeing her worried expression he grew serious. "I am myself, Veirra."

"Do you promise?" Veirra asked, "Do you swear not to change? Do you promise to be the dwarf I met?" For a moment Thorin just looked at her, then nodded as he spoke carefully.

"I promise." Veirra bit her bottom lip nervously as she watched Thorin worried. After all, she doubted a promise would be enough to keep the dwarf lord as he was. The next likely solution involved getting him away from the treasure room, and keeping him from it. As she considered ways to keep Thorin from this chamber, the dwarf chuckled at her expression, and started kissing her neck. _'Well this is one way to keep Thorin from the treasury, but I do not think I can keep him in bed.' _Veirra thought as she moaned softly. She felt his hands run over her body, and him press against her. Thorin's focus now seemed to be on her as the gold sickness seemed to be quieted for the moment.

"Wait Thorin, not here." She moaned as she felt him press tightly to her.

"Why not?" Thorin asked between kisses, "You have sent the others to bed."

"True, but that does not mean they are in bed, and I want us to have our privacy." Veirra said hoping to pull Thorin from the treasury. The dwarf lord seemed too hesitant to leave, and Veirra slipped out from between him and the wall. She dashed just out of his reach.

"Come back here." Thorin replied.

"No if you want me you must catch me, or sleep alone." Veirra said challengingly with a playful glint in her eye.

"And how will you make me sleep alone?" Thorin asked.

"Well say you do not catch me, I may decide you do not really want me. Then you may find your ranger has left, and gone back to Dale." As she spoke she backed away. She knew she had hit a nerve for Thorin looked angry at the mere thought of it.

"You are not leaving!" Thorin growled, and Veirra decided to play it calm as she raised a brow.

"That depends on you, and what you do right now." With that she dashed off, and preyed he took the bait.

"VEIRRA!" Thorin yelled, and a moment later she heard him not far behind. Yes definitely took the bait as Veirra ran for the gardens. Her heart skipped a beat glad that Thorin was still in there at the core, and valued her above the Arkenstone. _'At least for now he values me over that stone, but for how long?' _Veirra wondered, as she ran glad to be winning this particular battle. Tonight she would use every trick to keep him with her, and tomorrow she would need a lot of help to keep him from the treasury.

Running into the old library she quickly hit the hidden lever, and had to wait a moment for the hidden door to open. Rushing up the stairs as fast as she could that led to the Queen's garden. Veirra almost slipped, but kept going as Thorin had caught up to her some more. She made it into the garden when a pair of arms grabbed her. Before she fully knew what was happening Thorin pinned her down, and leaned over her. "You are not leaving!"

Despite being pinned to the ground, and yelled at by Thorin, Veirra felt relief as he almost seemed back to normal. "Do you understand?!"

"Yes," Veirra answered still trying to catch her breath. "Yes I understand"

His grip on her wrist loosened only slightly, but not enough to release her. "Do you have any idea what it does to me when you speak of returning to _him_?!"

Veirra swallowed hard at how Thorin reacted when he thought her with Bard despite what she had said earlier. "And you? Do you have any idea what you are doing to me when you act so differently? It is like I am with a stranger!"

That got him to release her wrists. He placed his hands flat on the ground on either side of her head, and his eyes softened. "Am I a stranger to you now?"

"No, for the moment I have you back." Veirra replied softly as she calmed down, now glad to have gotten him from the treasury.

"You have me for longer then a moment." Thorin said a slow smile spread across his lips. His hand came up to brush a lock of her red hair from her face. A moment later he leaned in, and was kissing her. In this moment she moaned as his lips trailed down her chin to her neck. Feeling his beard graze her neck she trembled, and her heart began skipping beats. Her breathe caught in her throat, and she heard Thorin chuckle. Then he continued kissing her neck, and after a moment she grabbed his coat and pressed tightly against him. It was all the incentive Thorin needed as he groaned, and began undoing their clothes. Like last time there was a sense of urgency to taking off their clothes, but this time it felt like _her Thorin _not a stranger. Kicking off her trousers she laid back beneath Thorin as the pair were covered in his coat.

For a moment the pair only admired each other as Veirra ran her hands over Thorin's chest, and down his abdomen causing him to flinch. "That tickles." He said gruffly.

"Oh my the Thorin Oakenshield is ticklish?" Veirra teased, and went to run her fingers over the area again. Not wanting to be tickled, Thorin stopped her by pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. "Awe no fair."

Thorin gave a sly grin as his free hand ran over her, and after a moment she shook her head. "I am not ticklish-" Veirra gasped sharply as his rough fingers touched her intimately making her press tightly against him. She heard Thorin chuckle as he leaned in, and his fingers caused a cry to escape.

"You may not be 'ticklish', but I am sure I can get other responses from you." As if to prove it Veirra's head shot back as she felt like a jolt of electricity had gone through her, as she gave another cry. She heard Thorin chuckle at how she responded, then went to press her making her tremble and arch her back. "Mmm sounds like I found something better than a ticklish spot."

His continued intimate touches made Veirra wiggle trying to get loose from his grasp until it became too much. "Thorin please!" She cried out feeling her self control break.

"Please what?" Thorin asked amused, and he watched her eyes open with a dazed sparkle. Her lips trembled as she swallowed a few times before managing in a soft whisper.

"Please Thorin, I—I need you."

Again Thorin grinned as he released her wrists, and pulled her against him. "Very well my queen."

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong>

**Well I hope you all enjoyed this chapter. I know many were probably expecting more of a horrible argument or fight between Thorin and Veirra. However I would not worry it does get a lot worse. In regards to the gold sickness I know Thorin must come off as rather wishy washy, but in truth his personality shifts when Veirra is around. It is basically to show what kind of impact she is having towards him, while also showing that the gold sickness is still effecting him when she is not nearby. **

**The end of this chapter is Veirra basically pulling out all the stops to try and help Thorin, hence using her feminine whiles. Also obviously darker days are ahead so a little intimacy between the two before the brown stuff hits the fan. **

**I also highly recommend 'Welcome Home' by Killthepain62. Wonderfully written story, absolutely love it.**

**Anyway hope you liked, please review away. ****Lersliezin **


End file.
